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Hall, Mountain Nymph ! whoſe riſing bowers, 


Fair-ſpreading walks, and cloud-capt towers, 
The;ſmiling rural gods approve, 


All but the Dryads of the grove, 


And Ceres griev'd, whoſe faireſt field 
Muſt to thy levelling truncheon yield, 
While at thy mandate of the ſkies, 


Even mountains fink and vallies rife, 


A Hail, 


* 


* Alluding to the demoliſhing of orchards and corn- fields, to 


make room for the extended royalty. 


2 EDINBURGH: 


Hail, born to freſh Elyſian bloom, 
Like Phcenix ſtarting from thy tomb! 
While at thy noble Hunter's call, 
Thou liftſt thine head imperial! 
Hunter with faireſt plans in ſtore, 
Which generous | Drummond fram'd of yore, 
While both their toils in one conjoin'd, 
A new creation left behind, 
For old Edina's ſmoky walls, 
Her gloomy ſtreets and ghoſtly halls ! 


See ſpreading new from fide to fide, 
Thy bridges, ſtreets, and cauſeways wide, 
Expand their willing arms amain, 

For commerce, or for pleaſure's train ! 

See hourly joyful fabrics riſe, 

Planting their foreheads in the ſkies, 
With many a room round ſtair-caſe roll'd, 
Ike lofty labyrinth of old. 


Thy 


4 + The late Lord Provoſt's Drummond and unter-Blair, the 


two principal promoters of the city- improvements. 


A POEM. 


Invite abroad the wanton wind. | 
Hark, thro' thy lanes the breezes play, 
O'er all thy widening alleys ſtray; 
While, pure as heavenly dew diſtills, 
Water from the ſoft-green hills, 

Chief where the breezy Pent/and climbs, 
Guſhes to waſh thy jetty limbs! 


Hail, fair Edina ! brighter now 

Thy ſable-colour'd treſſes flow 

While thy fair Nymphs that lately trode, 
With dark- brown veſt in lakes of mud, 
Now ſafe on ſhining pavement trip, 

And pout at eaſe the cherry-lip; 
Showing delighted, as they move, 

The ſnow-white leg, the charm of love. 


Hail, for thy various learning known, 
Athen; Lyceum, all thine own! 
Thy * Alma's willing ſons appear, 


From eaſtern, weſtern hemiſphere ; 


* The Univerſity. 


Thy ner7-built ſtreets for health defign'd, 


From 
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From wild Americ's woods among, 
And fartheſt Ind, a ſtudious throng. 

And Europe's ſons, from different ſhores, 
(Both where the Baltic billow roars, 

And Tagus foams with {ſwelling waves, 

And Seine her bordering vineyards laves,) 
Frequent thy academic porch, 

Where Science holds her golden torch, 
Pointing with gladdening blaze the road, 
That leads to Glory's bright abode. 


For Thee, glad Commerce ſpreads her ſail, 
And wafts her ſtores in every gale! 
Thy Leith's fair harbour, deep and wide, 3 
Laughs at the ſtorm or thundering tide, 5 ; 
While her tall ſhips in ſafety ride, 
How glow her quays, on either hand, 
With hearty ſailors, jovial band ! 
Her ſtreets with thriving arts reſound, 
While a rich country blooms around. 
And fee from Glaſs-houſe, towering high, 
The pillar'd ſmoke aſcends the ſky ; 

Sometimes, 
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A POEM. 5 


Sometimes, in breezy ſummer-morn, 
Far to the main like fleeces born; 
Anon in quiet evening ſtill, 

Mounting to heaven, like climbing hill. 


What heavenly landſcape round thee ſmiles, 
Of land and ſea with tufted 1les ! 
From where the Bat with ſhelving fide, 
Scowls o'er the foaming eaſtern tide, 
To where tir'd Phoebus from heaven's ſteep, 


Haſtes in the weſtern main to ſleep. 


And firſt is ſeen to front thy Bay, 
Like diſtant cloud, the verdant * May : 
Inch-Colm and Keith bring up the rear, 
With ſcanty herbage, bleak and bare; 
On this an antient caſtle ſtands, 

The ſea-beat fort of Gallic bands, 
In papal Mary's troublous days ; 
On that a Scottiſh King did raiſe 
A votive abbey, on the rock 
His refuge from the tempeſt's ſhock. 
Around 


The Ifle of May. 
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Around thy yellow harveſts ſmile, 
To crown the labourer's annual toil ! 
Along fair Forth's reflecting ſtream, 
See how they caſt a golden gleam ! 
See Pan with Ceres corny-crown'd, ' 
Bleſs the fairy-circled ground ! 

And Plenty crowns the cup of Mirth, 
And happy peaſants o'er the hearth, 
Each to the God of Seaſons pays, 
The evening-tribute of their praiſe. 


Meanwhile thy lofty hills aſcend, 
From verdant Calton to the bend 
Of Catle-77ill, or where on high, 
Arthur's proud Seat invades the ſky ; 
Againſt whoſe bold-aſpiring peak, 
In vain the blaſts their vengeance wreak ; b 
While ſcarcely to the lightening's rage, | 
Bows his high head, tho' hoar with age. 
With the ſame grim unalter'd brow, 
He views the changing world below ; 
And roſy Summer's breezes mild, 
Move him alike; as Boreas wild, i 


Loud- 
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Till Eve again extend her ſhades. 


A POEM. 7 


Loud-thundering from the ſtormy north, 
When Winter calls his tempeſts forth. 


Below black Saliſbury frowns, 
At whoſe green feet, midſt blooming downs, 
The lonely-muſing ſtudent walks, 
And Echo from her grotto talks, 
To every noiſe that o'er the dell, 
Reſounds like midnight's ſolemn knell. 


Thro' this deep dale, in many a ſtream, 
(If aught we credit ſhepherd's dream,) 
The dapper elves and fairics glance, 
Wild-quivering in romantic dance ; 
While pleas'd on high the ſilver Moon, 
Holds her pale lamp till all is done; 
Then hie them to their flowery beds, 


Not far“ Craigmillar lifts her brow, 
And f Abercorn's bleſt gardens blow, 


* Craigmillar-Caſtte. 
+ Duddingiton ; the Seat of Lord Abercorn, 
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A boundleſs paradiſe of ſweets, 

Where every ſenſe its object meets ! 

Here lives the purple bluſh of Spring, 

| And Fl:ra, from ambroſial wing, 

Shakes thouſand ſmells the woodlands o'er, 
Like Enna's thymy vale of yore. 


Yer late a ſtagnant pool o'erſpread, 
Obſcene and foul ! this golden mead ! 
A boggy maſs ! a waſte of ground, 
Barren, ſqualid and profound ! 
Where Silence reign'd, ſave when the quail, 
Or ſounding bittern ſhook the vale, 
Or long-legg'd heron trode along, 
The marſhy reeds and ſedge among FE. 
Of the wet ſward: till one “ bleſt hand 
Rouz'd the dull genius of the land, 


That long had ſlept o'er ſlimy fen :— | 
What cannot art and godlike men! 8 
Next fair + Buccleugh's romantic ſite, 

And princely domes my ſong invite. 
| Yet  . 


* The preſent Earl of Abercorn. 
+ Buccleugh:IHouſe, 
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Yet Princelier “ inmate dwelleth there, 
High Montague, the good and fair ! 
Hail Goddeſs, to thy ſloping hills, 
Fair-lying fields and murmuring rills ! 
Hail to thy breezes all of balm ! 

Hail to thy climate's halcyon-calm ! 
Hail to thy corn-renowned vale ! 
Scotland's Arcadia, Lothian, hail ! 


af” 


Here, midſt each balmy-breathing ſcene, 
Smiling in Nature's emerald-green, 
Where thouſand dimpling riv'lets play, 
Midſt vocal woodland all the way: 
(Like Peftum's flowery banks of yore, 
Or watery Baia's tepid thore ; 

Or Grecian Tempe” groves and rills, 
Eurota's banks, or Zjbla's hills, 
That paſt and vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Still flouriſh in Arcadian ſong :) 
80 here, mid Lothian fields ſo gay, 
Fain would I ſing the live- long day, 


And weave a flowery-woven ſhrine, 
Vet Sacred to th' immortal Nine: 

F * Ducheſs of Buccleugh. 

F- 
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Eicher in woods of ſweet Buccleugh, 


* Mewbattle's groves; or wonders new 


Ot ſhady F Metvil's green retreat; 
Or Ngſlin's wild romantic ſeat ; 


Or where, in $ Drummond”s awful groves, 


Midſt hanging cliffs and moſs-grown coves, 
The amorous-breathing weſt-wind waves, 


A murmuring multitude of leaves. 


Here, then, weave the Poet's Bower, 
With many a wild ſhrub o'er and o'er ; 
Weave it cloſe, and flowery-gay, 

T' exclude the ſultry heat of day; 
Weave it wild, with taſte refin'd, 
T” expreſs the Poet's wilder mind. 


Let oaks, the monarchs of the wood, 
Tower above in Epic mood ; | 
While woodbines wild, or 1vy-twine, 
Type forth the rambling Lyric line! 


* Newbattle ; the Seat of the Marquis of Lothian. 
+ Melvil ; the Seat of the Right Hon. Henry Dundas. 
{ Roſlin-Caſtle, F Hawthornden, 


Let 
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A POEM. 


1 Let weeping willow's dangling bough, 
0 Exprels, ſad Elegy! thy woe! 
And the long long ſweeping pall, 
Of the ſad ſolemn funeral! 


Bring the yew-tree's darker ſhade, 
Funereal cypreſs' towery head, 
3 With ſtately holly's pallid green, 
7 To mark the ſolemn Tragic Scene; — 
While jeſſamines and liliacs fair, 
With viny tendrils, flaunting rare, 
Beſt ſuit the Comic Muſe's air ! 


Meanwhile, let ſtreamlet's ſtilly found, 
Or hum of bees, enchant the ground ; 
While, every louder noiſe remote, 
The red-breaſt tunes his little throat, 
Alone, unſeen midſt arbour till, 
Warbling his wood-notes wild and ſhrill: 
Fit lonely plaintive minſtrel he, 

For lonely woodland-poet me 
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All beneath let flowers of Love, 


Fill the bower, and fill the grove 
T7 Let 
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Let purple hyacinths entwine, 
With darker purple columbine ! 
And many a dappled daiſy ſmile, 


With beds of thyme and camomile ! 


Narciſſus fair, and fairer lillies, 
And lovely pinks with daftadillies, 
And mauy a field. flower rich and rare, 


That grows to crown Love's golden hair! 


All around and over-head, ö 
Let lovely amorous myrtle ſpread, 
With pale poplar's browner ſhade: 
And many a bluſhing roſe be ſeen 


Fav'rites of th' Ilalian queen; 


And here and there the ſweet-leav'd briar, 
With its ſweet ſcents my heart inſpire ] 
Cloſer and cloſer weave the ſhade, 
With ſilver moſs the roof o'erlaid, 

Till like a hermit, darkling grown, 

J fit and think myſelf to ſtone : 

Vet let ſome wandering ſunny rays, 


Veep thro' the thick-entangiing maze; 
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A POEM. 13 


Like filver threads, or ſpangles brown, 
O' er ſome dark ſilken tiſſue thrown, | 
That all chus arttully combin'd, 
May ſuit my widely-varied mind ! 


In ſuch a ſpot, remote from ſtrife, 
And all the woes of ſtormy life, 
How pleas'd I'd paſs my lonely days, 
Deſpiſing wealth, and power, and praiſe ! 
Alike unknowing and unknown, 
How would my golden minutes run! 
A prey to wild miſchance no more, 
My long-toſt bark laid ſafe aſhore ! 


In ſuch dear ſpot of claſſic ground, 
My head with native laurel crown'd, 
How would the genius come along, 

Of Drummond's wildly -warbling ſong ! 
How would his ſoft Italian ſtrain, 

Charm theſe vocal woods again! 

Now high, now low, now full, now clear, 


How would it pierce the raviſh'd ear! 
—Hark ! 


9 
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þ Hark !—fill, methinks thy muſic floats, 
Immortal Bard, in lingering notes ! 

| Rival Thou of Petrarch ſweet, 

þ Both your wild ſtrains I repeat! 

Soft and gentle, learn'd and free, 

Oh might I fing like him and thee | 
While, like yours, my periods roll, 

A touching ſweet ſublime of ſoul ! 

And my country's deareſt praiſe, 

Crown my firſt and lateſt lays! 


15 
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Hair, fair Edina! ever-young ! 
Still with thy glory riſe my ſong ! 

Leave we now thy fields a-while, 
Where grey-ey'd Morn ſtill loves to ſmile; 
Leave we now thy pine or oak, 
Groaning to the woodman's ſtroke, 

From fountain's murmur, blackbird's trill, 
Lowing vale, or bleating hill ; 
From garden trim, or ſavage dell, 


Each rural fight, each rural ſmell ;— 
From 
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| | From buxom charms of nut-brown maid, 
From the dairy, from the glade ; 

I now return, to tune my ſtrain, 

b To thy lofty towers again. 


Well-pleas'd my Muſe begins to ſing, 
j (Hovering o'er with ſteady wing,) 

Thy ancient domes, thy ſtructures new; 
Riſing endleſs on the view : 

Oh could my verſe give fame to Thee, 
As thou canſt glory give to me! 


And firſt, to eaſt, yon Abbey's roof, 
Rais'd on columns maſſy- proof, 
Erſt the ſeat of Scottiſh Kings, 
Majeſtic, large, with ſpreading wings, 
Stands full in fight, with turrets crown'd, 
While ſolemn filence reigns around. 


No more the royal pomp awaits 
Of thouſand footſteps at thy gates ! 
No levees croud thy gorgeous halls, 
No ſplendid feaſts, no feſtive balls ; 


+ Holyrood-Houſe. 


A POEM. 


No minſtrel, page, or armed band 
Of gallant ſquires await command ! 


No more thy neighbouring hills repeat 


The trump's ſhrill clang, or timbrel's beat! 
No ſteel-clad knight, or baron bold, 

In martial guiſe of armour old, 

At tilt or tournament appear, 

With barbed ſteed or couchen ſpear ! 


Such were the games of old renown, 
Behold them paſt ! behold them gone ! 
No lingering footſteps now are ſeen, 
Printed on thy mournful green ! 

Thoſe buſtling chiefs are heard no more, 


That made the neighbouring welkin roar ! 


Perhaps at eve ſome penſive ſoul, 
(Such Ofran's was of antient time, 
Melancholy, wild, ſublime,) 

Hears in each breeze their voices roll ; 
Or ſees their trembling ſhadows run, 
Along the heath or moſly ſtone, 

C 
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128 EDINBURGH: 


What time the moon. light clothes each hill, 
And every vale is deadly: ſtill, 


Save little tinkling ſilver rill. 


Fronting, lo, to weſt is ſeen, 
* Yon Caſele's bold gigantic mien, 
Rear'd by Kings of Pictiſb blood, 
More fam'd, more antient never ſtood ! 
See how it towers, a monarch vain, 
Frowning o'er the ſubject- plain 
Hark, when its ſulph'rous vollies fly, 


How groans the earth ! how roars the ſky ! 


Gleams the blue flaſh ! a cloud of ſmoke, 
Envelops round the vaſty rock ! 


Loud-thundering peals on peals rebound : 


Shakes Edina's baſe profound ! 

The rattling din is heard afar, 

As Mars were ſhouting to the war, 
Or ruſh'd along from frozen Thrace, 
On ſteeds of fire, and wheels of braſs! 


Southward ſee F Harrit's ſtructure riſe, | 


For nobleſt uſe bencath the ſkies ! 


* Edinburgh Cafile. 


+ Harriot's Hoſpital. 


© Mo 


70 


' A POEM. 19 


Inigo Jones pour'd all his art, 

Lab'ring nice each various part, 

With airy grandeur crown'd the pile, 
In his beſt lighteſt Gothic ſtyle. 

Hail, Harriot! live thy glory long, 
Echoed by my wandering ſong ! 

Fair as thy ſtatue ſtill appears, 
Freſh-blooming thro? a length of years ! 
For ever prais'd thy holy hands, 

For ever prais'd thy bleſt commands ! 
That gave to riſe a pile ſo rare, 

For knowledge, charity and prayer ; 

T' inſtruct the poor and make them riſe, 


From ſordid earth to golden ſkies, 


For this in heaven thou reign'ſt with God, 
In th' empyrean bleſt abode ; 

Yet haply ſtill thou deign'ſt a ſmile, 

On thy heaven- favour'd ſacred pile ;— — 
From forth the bright immortal throng, 
The pauſes of eternal ſong, 

Dart'ſt a ſweet ſmile of heavenly love, 

On thy heaven-favour'd ſacred grove! 


C 2 Near 
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Near where S? Gules's Temple high 
With crown imperial ſtrikes the ſky, 
* See the comely Structure tower, 
Where Scotland”s Senate met of yore; 
But now grave Juſtice holds her throne, 
In ermine dreſt and flowing gown, 


What crouds of daily clients wait, 
At Fuftice' ever-open gate! 
Of gowned lawyers what a ſhow ! 
Of petty foggers many moe 
And ſmart atrornies, ſmug and trim, 
With all their clerks, ſo pert and prim! 
With thouſand quillets in their head, 
What haſte, to leave their morning-bed ! 
What haſte, ere morning-tea grows cold, 
To curl their cravat's eaſy fold, 
To fix their wigs, adjuſt their gown ;— 


And, ſcarce their breakfaſt well-begun, 
Away they ſkip, they puff, they run, 
While nipping north winds bite them ſore, 


In froſty winter-mornings hoar ! 


Now 


* The Parliament- Houſe, 


A POEM. * 


Now ſee the trembling culprits ſtand, 
Before the reverend Awful Band, 
Of life and death that hold the keys, 
While fate awards their juſt decrees ! 
With eyes ſeyere and nodding brow, 
They deal their words piece-meal and flow, 
With many a weighty learned phraſe, 
That holds the rabble in amaze; 
Again they look, again they gaze; 
As if ſuch words, ſuch looks profound, 
Could ſcarcely dwell on mortal ground! 


At other times 1s heard afar, 
Of Lawyer-wits the wordy war, 
On feoffs, aſſeſſments, marriage null, 
Or letcher looſe that play'd the fool : 
Eſtates mortgag'd, and money ſpent, 
And intereſt high at cent per cent, 
Tiends, renements, a motely throng, 
Of uncouth terms, unfit for ſong. 
Yet here the fire of rhetoric flames; 
Erſkines and Craſbies, honour'd names! 

With 
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With learning fraught and weighty ſenſe, 
And the bright ſtores of eloquence! 
Wi:ghts, Ferguſons, and many more, 
Well-{kill'd in Law's long-winded lore. 


Next * you Modern Structure fair, 
Like ſtately Nymph with ſmiling air, 
_ Graceful, decent and diſcreet, 

Invites my ſong with graces ſweet ! 

Oh wondrous proof of Græcian art, 
; To pleaſe the eye and charm the heart ! 
5 Deſtin'd ſoon thy walls to hold, 
Fair Scotland's rolls and records old! 
Deſtin'd ſoon thy ſteps to glow, 
With buſy buſtlers to and fro! 
Why give thee not, to ſtrike the fight, 
Some graceful turret, towering-light ? 
Why in thy front not ſtatues ſmile, 
The pride and boaſt of Britain's iſle ? 


+ Yon glorious Bridge, next claims my praiſe, 


Bridge hardly match'd in modern days; 
Joins | 


® The Regiſter Office. + The New Bridge. 


A POEM. 43 


Joins diſtant hills from ſide to ſide, 
And opes a pathway long and wide, 
Stretching from yon noble pile, 

And ſpreading ſouthward many a mile, 
With many a buttreſs high upſtay'd, 
And many an arch, of lofty head, 2k 
See o'er its pavement firm and ſtrong, * | 
A thouſand chariots roll along, 
Drawn by ſteeds of matchleſs grace, ! 
That well might boaſt of heavenly race. 0 


Hail, fair Edina ! love ly-gay 
Still with thy glory riſe my lay ! 


With what delight beholds my eye 
Thy temples tower to reach the ſky ! 
In uſeful arts thy generous cares ! 

Thy public halls, thy ſpacious ſquares ! 
Thy glittering ſhops in endleſs row, 
| Rich in ſolid wealth and ſhow ! 


What crouds thy airy cauſeways roam ! 


Thicker and thicker ſtill they come ! 
From 
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From New to Old Town ſee them paſs 
* Yon ſullen lake of dead moraſs, 


Whoſe mighty mound now rais'd on high, 


Gives them to breathe a purer ſky ! 


Now all thy New Town ſtrikes my fight, 


Her ſpacious ſtreets and ſtructures light, 


Simple moſt, and neat and free, 

In wondrous regularity ! 

Others built with regal pride, 

Where Worth and Beauty fair reſide, 
And high Nobility and Blood 


That rolls from kings its purple flood, 


Here Scotland, let me tell thy name, 
In anrient rolls of warlike fame ! 
With many a chieftain high-enroll'd, 
From Fergus down to Bruce's days, 
Subjects of eternal praiſe, 

In fair hiſtoric braſs or gold ! 


Methinks thoſe heroes ſtart to view, 


With faulchions broad and bonnets blue! 


* The Earthen Bridge. 


How 
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How lhon- hearted, ſtout and ſtrong, 
Breathing revenge, they march along ! 
With tartan-plaid, like Roman gown, 
Around their manly ſhoulders thrown ! 
In many an apt-complying fold, 

For dreſs, or ſleep, or action bold. 


But hark, the martial bag. pipes blow - 
The voice of war, the voice of woe ; 5 
At firſt with ſolemn tone and ſlow, | 
But ſoon the fatal pibrochs ſound, 
(While carnage hovers wide around,) 
With notes on notes heapt faſt and ſhrill ;— 
Echoes each vale, and neighbouring hull ;— 
And now the bloody blows begin: 
How thick the preſs! how loud the din! 
Still faft faſt faſt the wild notes ſwell, 
Till mingling ſoon in one dire yell, 
The ſkies reſound each thunder:ng ſtroke! 
How thick the blows ! how kerce the ſhock ! 
Confuſion reigns, and wild uproar, 
And all the fizlds are drench'd ia gore.— 

D — Once 
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Once again the bag-pipes blow, 

A ſafe retreat from fields of woe ; 
Then to the lengthening ſolemn chime, 
Move the ſlow bands in ſtate ſublime. 


Lo, in fight, what fields appear, 
Well-foughten with the Scott1/þ ſpear ! 
'Gainſt Daniſh inroads, Engliſh pride, 
How many fields in blood were dy'd ! 
Let dauntleſs Bruce, or Wallace ſhow, 
Or the brave Hays, our deathful blow ! 
At Loncarty, or Bannockburn, 

See the hoſtile ſquadrons turn ! 

See them turn, and fly with ſpeed, 

But firſt a thouſand ſquadrons bleed ! 
Our Grahams and Leſlies deathleſs name, 


Long ſhall reſound in future fame! 


But now from antient warrior's praiſe, 
Turn we to modern Eden's days, 
Where poliſh'd wit and ſcience ſhine, 
And all the arts of peace divine: 


Where 
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Where jovial circles fair and gay, 
Meet at aſſembly, park or play, 
To paſs the ſmiling hours away. 


No ſtiff reſerve, no pompous ſtate, 
As oft, of old, on grandeur wait ; 
No haughty fair, no high- born dame, 
Rejects her ſlighted lover's flame. 
No ſtiffen'd ſtays, no claſps of gold, 
As wore our grandmothers of old ; 
No ruffles dangling to the knee, 
Impede theſe days of liberty! 
No antique ruff's affected ſize, 
Hides the fair boſom's extacies ! 
Nor yet theſe robes of long long trail, 
Nor yet theſe hoops of monſtrous ſwell, 
Like mountains lab'ring now are ſeen, 
In birth of tiny mouſe within; 
Or Indian pagods, ſwelling-vain, 
To mock the godlings they contain ! 


Yet ſtill ſome uſeleſs ſwells appear, 
Both in the van and in the rear 
D 2 
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Of our high Fair! yet be forgiven 


Soide venial faults! have mercy, Heaven! 


On our dear daughrers, copying ay 


From wanton Gala, looſe and gay! 


—All elſe, a decent freedom reigns, 
O'er cities gay and rural plains ! 
While lively manners, eaſy-light, 
From Gothic rudeneſs clearing bright, 
Pervade all ranks, and equal run, 


From lowly cottage to the throne. 


Lovely poliſh of the mind, 
Parent of high delights refin'd, 
Of taſte and wit and ſocial joy, 
What's life, without thy ſweet employ ? 
What's life, without thy chearing rays, 
To gild our gloomy path of days? 
While all the Graces ſportive play, 
And all the Loves keep holy-day : 
And all the Muſes touch the ſtring, 
To welcome in the breathing Spring! | 


And 


And now Edina / let me tell, 

Thy graceful Nymphs that all excel! 
Their matchleſs worth than beauty more, 
Long let my raptur'd ſoul adore! 


Then who ſhall lead the gentle band, 
The female Glories of our land; 
With flowing locks like threads of gold, 
Adown their lovely ſhoulders roll'd, 


Or jetty-black or flaxen-fair, 
While eke their look, their ſhape, their air, 5 


Beſpeak them more than mortal fair! 


Firſt“ noble Gordon, whoſe bright eyes, 
Tho' heavenly-ſweet, not more ſurprize, 
Than her liberal heart and hand, 

Pouring bounties o'er the land. 

Hail Scotland's gem air northern Star! 
That ſhedſt thy glory from afar ! 

Not leſs a gentle ſmiling light, 

To chear the ſweer domeſtic ſcene, 
Than a fair ſplendor ſparkling bright, 


T' adorn the court of Britiſh Queen! 


See 
The Ducheſs of Gordon, 
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See * lovely Forbes grace the train, 
Graceful, modeſt, never vain, 
To nobleſt Partner nobly join'd, 
Both mirrors of each other's mind ! 

See f Clark with genius bleſt and truth, 
Smiling in immortal youth; 
With eyes of beauty, ſtately mien, 
She looks or Love's or Wiſdom's Queen ! 


See | modeſt Be//ches all complete, 
'Y Of thouſand charms a bundle ſweet ; 

And lively $ Hamilton, whoſe charms 
Of wit and beauty ſpread alarms, 


i See ſoft || Macrae, of matchleſs air, 
1 With faireſt feature, heart as fair! 

| Juſt ſo a lily, modeſt-mild, 

Breathes its ſweet odours o'er the wild! 
And as its ſnowy breaſt it rears, 
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4 A type of innocence appears! 
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See fair Macdonalds cloſe the rear, 
And other Urquharts ſtill appear, 
Burnets and Oliphants, a throng, 
Of matchleſs maidens, fair and young ! 
Whoſe praiſe my Muſe would fainly ſing, 
But Time that flies with ſpeedy wing, 
Bids me leave the town a-while, 
For harder ſtudies, harder toil ! 


Farewel, Edina ! long be gay! 
Long flouriſh in eternal May ! 
For Science, Wit and Learning known, 
And all the poliſh'd arts thine own ! 
Thy glory ſpread, and travel far, 
Circling the earth, like Phebus' car! 
In learned Poet ſtill excel, 
On whoſe ſweet lips the Muſes dwell ! 
But happier minſtrel meet thine ear, 
Than he who ſings thy praiſes here! 


Long let thy Robert/ons engage, 
And Humes and Stuarts thro' every age. 
| Monroes 


For genius in th' hiſtoric page, 2 
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Monroes and Cullens long impart 
Their leſſons in the healing art! 
And other Blazrs ariſe to tell, 

The glorious art of writing well! 
May patriot Buchans ſtill ariſe, 

T' explore thy fair antiquities, 
Thy hiſtory, manners, cuſtoms old, 
And Eden! long mayſt thou behold, . | 
'4 Patriots juſt nd traders true, 

4 And learned Lawyers not a few, 

# That value virtue more than gold! 
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IN SIX TEEN CAN TOS. 


Written in the Years 1787 and 1788. 


Sunt lacrimæ rerum. VIII, 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


THE Author is aware that the Poem of the WetyinG Bard 
will be looked upon as ſingular in its kind. Yet ſo has his life 
been, ſo his misfortunes ; and he has endeavoured to account for 
the latter, by that particular conſtitution both of body and mind, 
ſo peculiar to himſelf. The particulars deſcribed of the conſtitu- 
tiou and habits of a Poet, he hopes will be found not the leaſt en- 
tertaining parts of the work, He has occaſionally intermixed de 
ſcription, and given as much variety as poſſible to the other parts, 
conſiſtent with the tone of grief and melancholy, which upon the 
whole predominates. Upon the ſubje& of love, he confeſſes, he 
has deſcanted freely, perhaps more than he ſhould have done, par- 
ticul:rly towards the end; but he begs to be underſtood in a de- 
licate ſenſe, and that nothing is farther from his views, than any 
thing immoral. As to the Verſe, it is of that irregular kind of 
ſtanza ſo peculiar and beautiful in the Italian writers; and he pre- 
ſumes it will recommend itſelf by its variety and ſuitableneſs to the 
ſubject. 


DEDICAT ION; 


T 0 


THE BEAUTIFUL AND VIRTUOUS FAIR 
OF EDINBURGH ! 


J. 


To You, ye Fair, that grace Edina's bowers, 
Her various-winding walks, and riſing towers! 
In beauty as in goodneſs all complete, 

I dedicate theſe mournful ditties ſweet! q 
My own ſad tale of woe 


Me weary woeful wight how can ye know ? 
E 2 But 
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But read my ſtrains and ſoon you'll weeping ſee, 


A ſtrange wild ſcene of miſery, 

As &er a Bard befel ! 

My life, my heart, my failings all I'lI tell, 

Poor ſimple, filly I! 

Me, fool, ſome deem, who think they know me 
well! 


But yet to know me beſt, go read my hiſtory ! 


II. 


Read on, ye Gentle Fair, and ſtill read on 

Theſe artleſs ſtrains ! ſtill further as you go, 

More ſweet, more tender ſtill they warbling 
flow, 

From heart, as pitying*ender as your own! 

But never, never, may your dear ſouls know, 

From ſad experience, fuch dire cauſe of woe! 

May you, your happier earthly wiſhes find, 

In frien's, and lovers, conſtant all as kind ! 

Sr may you greet, 


The Imiles of Fortune ſweet, 


Without 
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Without her angry frown ! 

Be health, and wealth, and pleaſure all your 
own |! 5 | 

And may each gay-revolving year, 

With golden ſucceſs crown your blooming love! 

Be virtuous ſtill as fair! your fame ſhall ſoar 
above | 


III. 


And here, oh think not, my good Virtuous 


Fair! 
Altho' my lines full tender are, 
Nay oft on love with amorous deſcant dwell, 
That [ ſome loſel am in dark diſguiſe, 
With looſe intent his wanton tale to tell, 
To poiſon your ſweet hearts! 
Oh no, believe me by your own fair eyes! 
(Thoſe pureſt eyes without deceit or harm, 
Only with mild affection warm, 
While oft their ſprings are ſet on flow, 
For human miſery and woe!) 
Believe me, tho' my lines are warm and free, 


That I, fair Virtue, as yourſelves, revere ! 
Nor 
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Nor aught but virtuous ſouls can e'er behold, 
With pure ſincere delight! where | am wrong, 
Forgive me, for the ſake of all your throng ! 
Forgive me, for the woes I've borne ſo long 
Forgive me for yourſelves! I drop a tear, 

On what may faulty ſeem; and claim your 
pardon dear! 


( 
( 
I 
\ 
5 
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CANTO J. 


herein he laments the general naglect that Genius 
and Poetry meet with from the world ; with the 
 bardl/hips of his own caſe in particular. . 


I. 


As the ſad pelican in lone retreat 

Of deſarts wild, bewails with plaintive cry; 
Or as the redbreaſt's ſhrilly warblings ſweet, 
Mourn at thfcloſing year, . 
Midſt autumn's ſapleſs boughs and foliage dry; 
So all amidſt his wither'd fortune drear, 

The Weepmg Bard pours his melodious tear, 
Sad ſolace of his fate in plaintive ſtrains full 


dear! 
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II. 


—But ſay, oh where ſhall I, 

Begin my woeful Elegy! 

My heart, at every pore, 

Bleeds with her wounds, and cries to ſing no 
more: 

Woes me! [ hardly ſing, I rather weep, 

And my ſad couch in tearful torrents ſteep, 

Pining my hopeleſs fate, 

Alas, alas, too late ! 

—And yet, if bliſs were made for man on earth» 

Sure learned bard need never once repine! 

Who train'd and ſeaſon'd to his humble birth, 

Leaves the gay world to baſk in fortune's ſhine, 

And rule at eaſe this ſenſeleſs earthly ball, 

Full bleſt, if to his lot ſome portion fall 

Of life's few wants, content and peace withal :;— 

But, ah ! that bleſt content is far from me, 

While grip'd in iron-chains of wretched penurie! 


III. 


Ye kings, retain your pageantry of ſtate, 
I ſeek not royalty nor riches rare; 


CANTO LI. 41 
J envy not the gewgaws of the great, 
I envy not their grandeur with their care! 
Hear me, kind Heaven, in * Agur's modeſt 

prayer ! 

Be mine the golden mean, 
Not pamper'd eaſe, I ween, 
That lulls the ſoul in ſtupid indolence, 
But raiment, food, and ſober competence, 
And oh! far off drive ghaſtly poverty, 
That foe to honeſt fame, and virtuous induſtry: 


IV. 


In days of old our bards far'd wondrous well: 
Preſt from the grape they drank the blood-red 
| wine: 
With royal dainties fed they ſat and ſang, 
Warming their wit to higher flights divine: 
Hence Homer's harp with bolder ſpirit rang; 
And hence the f Teian Mufe, th' Horatian lyre, 
Catch'd, as from heaven, their matchleſs eaſo 


and fire, 


F | But 


* Proverbs xxx. 8, 9, 


Þ Anacreon. 
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But feaſted now no more by courts and kings, 
The meagre Minſtrel folitary fings ;— 
Nor wine, nor dainties rare, his drooping ſoul 
inſpire! 
; v. 
Oh where, oh where, {hall I, 
Light on the bleſſed heart of charity! 
Has Learning now no where to lay her head ? 
| | Is there no good Mecenas, as of yore, 
bi! To raiſe her from the {hade ? 
Can She no where a generous friendſhip wed ? 
Alas, alas! no more | 
She walks with ivy or with laurel crown'd, 
As once on A/pheus or on Tiber ſhore, 
Where true detert its mecd of glory found, 
While rival-wits applaud, and nations ſhout 


around! 


VI. 


Ah, me! how hard to tell each nanieleſs woe, 


Tangling thy primroſe- path, ſweet Poeſy! 

What cruel thorns wound thy laurell'd brow ! 

What dying life thou liv'ſt of miſcry! 
How 
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How more than other men's thy various ills! 
How every ſtroke with triple wounding kills! — 
Sometimes thy raptures run too high; 

Anon like rolling Ocean waxen dry, 

Thy fortune leaves thee on the barren ſhore, 
To mourn with ebbing flood thy faſt-retreating 


ſtore, 
VII. 


Tho' Virtue fair thy humble hut adorn, 
Virtue thy darling theme, and heart's delight, : 
And Innocence, as clear as orient morn, 

And ſimple Honeſty, old-faſhion'd wight, 
With knowledge, genius and each ſcience bright, 
Yet theſe abandon'd all may weep forlorn, 
Unheeded and unknown, 

By worldling proud deſpis'd, and left to pine 


alone ! 
: vil. | 
The ſmooth-ſhav'n chin; the locks fair-curling 
high ; 


The gaudy coat; the eaſy ſoft addreſs, 
Dazzle the idle world's falſe-judging eye, 


With all the ſhowy charms of emptineſs ! 
2 Theſe 
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| Theſe ſhowy charms, thy penſive bard, alas! 


Too often ſcorns, rapt high in Learning's lore ! 
Oft too neglects t' increaſe his worldly ſtore, 
Or rather makes his preſent pittance leſs, 

And lives on waſte, and ſpends, and hopes in 


vain for more! 


IX. 

Ah! woes me! the luckleſs time, 
We give to books and Muſe ſublime ! 
How many hard laborious days, 
How many nights have ſeen our toil, 
Waſted o'er lamps and midnight-oil, 
To reach the ſacred boon of well-earn'd praiſe! 
But ah, we labour on with uſeleſs pain ! 
Pale Poverty, with all-her ſullen train, 
Slander, diſdain, and cruel ſcorn, 
From ignorance, and pride and malice borne, 
Is all the fair reward we gain, 
Which makes poetic wight in gloomy nook to 
mourn. | 

| T: 
Behold the dull, the wealthy, and the proud, 
Inſult your path, where'er you tread, 


Ang 
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And frowning ſcowl, or turn away the head! 
Such heinous crime it ſeems, t' adorn the mind, 
And keep the outward frame uncouth and rude! 
How oft that heavenly lyre, 

(With my rais'd fancy all on fire, 

To ſing ſome high-imagin'd things, 

The turns of empire, or the fall of kings,) 

I daſh on earth, to think what hoſt of toes, 


Our matchleſs art oppoſe, 
With not one fimple friend, to ſhare our various 


woes ! 
XI. 


—Of late a London-Critic, with bold brow, 

Cries, rugged Minſtrel, what art thou ; 

That thus in ragged thread-bare coat, 

With pipe of ſtraw and * ſcrannel note, 

Dar'ſt boldly tune thy reed ! 

Yet draw'ſt the breath of wild barbarian air, | 

With clowniſh bumpkins and their clouted 
ſhoon, | 


Beyond the broomy Tweed ! 
| How 


* Milton, 
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How cam'ſt thou here, rude ſwain! from ſuch 
a rout ! | | 

A mere unletter'd lout, 

Like Hobbinol, or filly Colm Clout, 

In ſimple * Philips days of old, 

That ſcarce a ſheep-hook knew to hold, 

And tram'd their vtlgar traſhy lays, 

In rude colloquial phraze, 

With no imagination's gaudy rays, 

No ſpangled metaphors, no words of gold, 

Set off with thick-lac'd broidery ſo fine, 

To make our fancy burn along each glowing 
line! 

XII. 
Yes, Maſter Critic ! let the homely phraze, 
Of rough-ſpun woodland lays, 


And ſweet ſimplicity ſtill crown my ſong ! 'F | 
My harp to wildneſs defly ſtrung ; 4 ej) 


My Muſe {till roaming Nature's wildeſt maze ! 


And if ſome homely plants ſhall grow, 

Amid the fairer ſhrubs that blow, 

Or weeds ſhoot up the meadow-flowers among, 
As 


* Ambroſe Philips, author of the Paſtorals. 
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As cowſlips, with the brighter lily ſer; 


The yellow clover, with the violet ; 
The crow-toe, daiſy, with the endive blue; 
The coarſer, but ſets off the fairer hue ;,— 

So let me ſtill, my homeſpun phraze purſue ! 
So let my woodlands ſtill remain! 
The rocky mountain and the ſavage dell, — 
With all the various plants that on them dwell! N 
For homeſpun ſtill is dear to me, 


Midſt all the woes of penurie ! 4 
Whether on Tay's or Fortha's flowery plain, A 


I keep my ſheep, on commons fed : | 1 
Whether in ruſſet mantle clad, 7 
I trudge the lowland vales along; | wy | 
Or elſe with Highland tartan round me flung, 1 


I roam the Grampian mountains wild, 
NM] Amidſt a waſte of ſnows :— 


1 Still let me lay me down, at evening's cloſe, | | 
On my own ſtrawy ſeat, or rulhy bed, | | 

While my own ſtreamlet's ſound, ſhall lull me 14 
to repoſe, | þ | 


XIII, How 
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XIII. 


How hard the hearts that pathos cannot melt, 
Nor ſweet ſimplicity's enchanting tongue! 
They love nor tenderneſs have never felt, | 
Nor, raptur'd, woo'd the ſkylark's matin-ſong ! 
Nor hail'd the ſmiles of ſweet-returning May, 
With all the rural tranſports, void of care ! 
Begone for them, ſweet Innocence ſo fair! 
Begone for them, the tear of Sympathy ! 
Domeſtic peace, and amity, and joy, 

With all thoſe tender young affections rare, 
That liſping fall from prattling Infancy, 

Or play delighted in their glowing eye! 

But oh, for me ſuch joys for ay ! 

For ever fold them in my heart-blood warm, 
To conſecrate my ſoul from harm, 

From evil tongues and evil eyes; 

Welcome my heavenly-dear, my golden ſympathies ! 


49 


SANTO u. 


Caſts an eye of ſorrow and regret on the paſt plea- 
ſures of youth. — ritten in May 1787. 


I. 
CURST be the fors the tender Muſe that 
| wound ! 
Te demons ſink to night profound! 
Where Lethargy and Dulneſs nod, 
And lazy Lethe ſleeps in mud, | 
And barrenneſs, and ſqualid filth abound ! 
Where no bleſt light clothes the fad plains, 
Bur Darkneſs, dreary Darkneſs, reigns, 
And rules with banner black unfurl'd, 
And leaden-ſcepter'd ſway, the ſubterranean 31 6 


world. 
II. 
Did I miſname the bleſſed time, 
I gave to books and Muſe ſublime, 


Forgive the ſacrilegious crime! 
| 2 Ten & 
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Ten thouſand thanks on Heaven await, 

That chequer'd ſo my wayward fate, 

And ſtrew'd my path of miſery, 

With the wild flowers of poeſy! 

Not hireling Critic's angry ſpite, 

Tho' foaming with Fohnſoman rage, 

Ruthleſs as blind, and pert as dull, 

Nor all the whips in Fortune's ſchool, 

Shall rob me of the glorious privilege, 

To ſing to Nature's praiſe, and weave the rural 
rhyme. 


III. 


Even now for rural eaſe and air, 

I leave the town, tho' paſling-tair, 

Juſt when the Morn's broad-opening eye, 

Wakes the whole woodland-minſtrelſy ! 

And milkmaid blythe, with brimming pail, 

Comes tripping o'er the ſoft-green dale ; 

And gray-clad ſwain, with forelocks lank and 
long, 


Sweeping the dew-bright lawns along, 
Cheers his dull ozen with a drowſy ſong. 
See 
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See all with mirth and verdure ſhine, 

To chear this care-worn heart of mine! 

And lo, to ſoothe each ſorrow's wound, 

A thouſand ſmiling flow'rets riſe, 

Purpling the green and velvet ground, 

With living cups and bells and eyes, 
Thick-ſown like ſparkling gems, or ſtars in 


azure ſkies ! 


IV. 


Hail rural pleaſures ever-new ! 

How, when a School-boy, did I woo 
Your ſimple ſweets ! hail'd the bleſt day, 
That gave me back the balmy May ! 
Enraptur'd heard the wild lark ſing, 

To uſher in the laughing Spring; 

Mark'd the {ky ting'd with ſofter blue, 
While bland and warm the Zephyrs flew ; 
Watch'd the firſt blow of daifies wild, 

Or ſnow-drop, Flora's earlieſt child! 

Now drew the breath of freſh-mown hay, 
Or flowering beans, or birchen-ſpray, 
Now with the tender lambs made all my play. 
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V. 
Anon, when Summer in her chariot bright, 
O'er heaven and earth effus'd a fiercer light, 
I ſought the ſweet- briars cool perfume, _ 
Or walk'd the golden banks of broom : 
Now wading catch'd the finny prey; 
Now to the bowery thicket held my way, 
Liſtening the linnet's artleſs ſong, 5 
Or even to rob her cailow young, 
Would ſometimes dare! cho not with fell 
intent! 
—T only with'd ſome woodland-lay ; 
While careful in the wiry frame ypent, 
1 fed the clamorous brood with daiuties many 


a 4g 
VI. 


Next when pale Autumn, like a matron ſtaid, 
Came penſive on, with clear but ſober eye; 

I rang'd the yellow fields, and m ſig ſtray'd, 
Rapt in fad ſerious moods of exi.acy ! 

Even then did Nature ſtrike my ſtripling eve, 
3 And 
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And touch my boſom with a poet's fire! 
"Twas then l firſt eſſay'd the Dorian Lyre, 
Tho' in rude ſtrains of rural minſtrelſy :— 
One bleſt October-morn, 
Under the haw-red thorn / 
Juſt when you Abby's moſs-clad ſpire, 
Gan to catch S 's golden fire, 
While, melting to the brightening air, 
The fine- ſpun webs of goſſamer, 
Diſperſing with the light-heel'd dew, 
Sail'd in long trails thro' ether blue. 
Oh golden and propitious time, 
To woo the willing Muſe ſublime ! 
Full ſixteen years had then matur'd my ripen- 
| ing prime. 
VII. 

Laſt when hoar Winter came with ſweepy ſway, 
To rule the plain ; how gladden'd it my ſoul, 
Round the corn-heaps to run in gleeful play, 
Or urge the ſnow-balls gathering as they roll! 
Or trap the pigeon blue in tangling toils, 
The black-bird, red-breaſt, or the chattering 

Jay! 


Now 


* 
* 
* . bt 
1 1 
—— 
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Now all theſe boyiſh ſports are gone for ay ! 
Nor more each coming year with changeful 


paſtime ſmiles 


VIII. 


Bleſt, and innocent, and free, 
Void of care and penurie! 
Oh! give me back ance more ſuch helcyon-daye, 
Far from the world's tumultuous ways ! 
Oh ! give me back once more ſuch golden time, 
And I wilt. yield thee up the willing Muſe ſub- 
lime! | 
IX. 
Lo, once more I tread the plain, 
Breathing its free delights again 
But far other heart I bring, 
While Sorrow's ſtill- returning ſting, 
Galls my fad breaſt and blaſts my joy, 
And fills with blinding tears mine eye; 
To think o'er pleaſures, long long paſt ! 
To think how ſhort the preſent laſt ! 
To think how all my friends are gone, 


And 1 in deſart left alone 
From 


* 


Ez 
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From day to day, from hour to hour, 

A penſioner on fortune's power ! 

And who, from fortune's nature wild, 

Will dare to ſnatch her luckleſs child? 

Say, dwells ſuch pitying ruth in Chriſtian boſom 


mild ? 
I. 


Such Chatterton, thy fate, and Savage, thine! 
Brethren alike in wit, and miſery ! 

This latter nobly-born, of ſpirit high, 

By cruel mother fell, an outcaſt thrown 

To the bleak winds: ſhort while thus left alone, 
On him ſwcet beams of royal grace did fall, 

And Pope, the general friend, his miſeries won! 1 
But wayward, careleſs, proud, and w:ld withal, | 1 © | 
Thro' wilder waves of woe he dauntleſs palt, | 
Long toft by fortune's blaſt ; . 
Till to a priſon- dungeon driven at laſt, 4 


He found his fatal port and woeful funeral ! 


XI. 


Need I on Otway's dire misfortunes dwell, 


Or wretched Collins melancholy cloſe ? — 


Endleſs it were to tell the deaths and woes 
OF 


56 Tax WEEPING BARD. 


Of many a bard and wit of high reaown, , 
That in theſe latter Gothic times befel, 

All which I ſuffering weep or dread mine own! 
Diſtreſs and diſappointment, want and ſcorn, 
Heart-agomies, and anguiſh ; buffets borne, 
Ten thouſand thouſand to the world unknown 
Full more already undergone, 

Than my beſt future days can e'er atone! 

And worſer ſtill perhaps to come, 

So wayward luckleſs is my doom, 
More miſerably wild than my fad heart can tell! 


CANTO 


. 


37 


rn 


Gives an account of the Bard's early diſpoſition to 
melancholy, and other mournful objeAr. 


. I 

Ort what a weary web of woes to come, 
Has fortune ſpun for me, her woeful wight! 
How daſh'd with ſorrow-chequer'd gloom, 
Even of. my happieſt days, the ſeaſons bright! 
From infancy's. ſweet lowly clime, 
To manhood's uphill path ſublime !— 
While many a boding dream my fate foretold, 
Even to my childhood's not unheeding eyes ! 
What black funereal ſkies, 
With mourning weeds o' erhung, my ſleep o er- 
| ſpread, 
With not one ſtreak nor brighter ſhred, 
To chear the dark and long continuous ſhade ! 
Till ſudden from the ſtormy north at laſt, 
A golden cloud came all in haſte, 

H Caſling 


58 Tux WEEPING BARD. 


Caſting ſweet ſplendor on the pitchy night ;— 
Then out ſmil'd Cherub-Day, with pleaſures 


fluttering bright ! 
| II. 
Nor ſtay'd they long. 


Again my fortune 
frown'd, 

Again black clouds inveſt the troubled {ky ! 

Again fierce lightenings rage, and tempeſts fly, 

Thro' the vaſt concave of the dirk profound! 

Sometimes, midſt pati.lefs woods I wander'd wild, 

A crying helpleſs child ; : 

And oit midſt thorns or rugged brambles torn! 

Sometimes, in deepeſt pits condetan'd to mourn! 

Anon, to climb the craggy ſteep 

I ſeem'd to ſtrain, anꝰ labour even in ſleep! 

Till down with headlong haſte as faſt I fell, 

Thro' a drear ſpace of void and viewleſs air, 

As to all ſight or touch it endleſs were! 

So weary, long and hopeleſs was my fall, 

I wak'd with ſtarting tears as from my funeral! 


III. 
And yet ſome ſunſhine-gleams {till chear'd my 


view, 


Thro' 


Thro' the long darkneſs of my fate unkind ! 
How bleſt in infancy the freſh blown mind, 
With endleſs fights of objects ever-new ! 

With the long paſtimes of a ſummer-day ! 
With fairy tales of old ; each mighty feat 

Of Valentine, or Orſon, or St George, 

That with the dragon made a bloody fray q 
Or the Seven Champions. all as brave as they] 
Or Fortunatus with his Wiſhing-Hat ! 

Even to the doughty deeds of Tommy Thumb ! 
How happy, happy then, 

With the dear preſent of a ſixpence gay, 

On Chriſtmas-time or other holy-day, 

To run to wandering pedlar at his ſtall, 

Then buy a choice of learned books withal, 
For tedious winter-eve by ruddy-beaming fire ! 


IV. 


Then oh, what raptures gave the prancings bold 

Of errant-knight, or king, or heroe old ; 

A Ceſar, Hector Paladin at leaſt, 

As forth they prick their courſers all in haſte, 

To gloomy fight in ſome lone defart's bound, 
"fs - By 
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By ſavage mountain hoar, 

Where angry monſters fell are heard to roar! 

Or ſome lone damſel cries with ſhrieks pro- 
TW 

In ſome vile letcher's hot embrace! 

Or elſe, from where enchanted caſtle ſtands, 

Waves with her ſnowy hands, 

And ſhows from balcony her lovely face, 

Crying for aid againſt magician tell, 

That with trans forming rod, and wizard- ſpell 

Now turns to paradiſe a deſart wild, 

Now palace fills with blackeſt imps from hell, 

Or makes a waſte again where once an Eden 
ſmil'd. 


V. 
But chief dear * Cruſoe, thy ſweet page beguil d 
The wildeſt hours of thoughtleſs infaacy ; 
With dear conceits and ſoft affections mild, 
Thy tale diverts with never- ceaſing joy! 
How mult thou pine, left all alone, 


With nought but ſea and {ky around thee 


th rown, 
Pent 


The Adventures of Robinſon Cruſoe. 


8 A 


CANTO m. 61 


Pent up in defart-ile forlorn, 

Th' eternal murmur ot whoſe angry deep, 
All waſte and wild far off for many a n ile, 
Forbids all intercourſe with dear mankind ! 
Let ſuch thy ſtronger mind, 

Or reſignation to high Heaven's beſt will, 
Tho' oft you mourn'd, and even like me could 
| weepz 

Yet well I ween, you kept your patience ſtill, 

While many a ſtrange device and manly toil, 

Bade your long hours of ſolitude to imile ! 

Oh might ſach patience meck my lingering 
| hours beguile ! | 


VI. 
Are we not all ſuch exiles here below ? 
Baniſh'd a while from heaven our native ſhore! 
Coop'd in this ball of earth, where tempeſts 
blow 
Of interpoſing cares, and oceans roar, 
A wild, unbounded ſea without a {hore ! 
Meanwhile, tho' here dark ſeas wide-circum- 
vent, 


a" 
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And all in tears our mournful days we ſteep, 

Why not ſtill court gay Hope, with golden 
wings, 

That up to heaven's high gate aſcends and ſings? 

Why not, {till eye that higher Continent, 

While low on earth we weep, 

If haply we may 'ſcape the boundleſs deep ? 

— But I, abandon'd all to mourn, 

Wita tears, and groans, and anguiſh, feed my 
ſoul } 

While griefs, without controul, 

And thouſand ſorrows in my boſom burn, 

From inſtant-preſling woes But I return, 

To the gay thoughtleſs cares of childiſh infancy. 


VII. 

What pleaſure gave me then, 
Or legendary tale or ballad old, 
Of Hardiknute the bold, 
Or maudlin merry Chriſts Kirk on the green! 
The Golden Terge, the Cherry and the Sloe / 
The * grey-cowl'd Friar and many moe !— 

| But 


M The excellent Engliſh Ballad called the Friar of Orders 
rey. 
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But chief that Song of Babes in ſavage wood, 
By cruel uncle fell expos'd forlorn, : 
Humour'd even then my early love to mourn, 
And ſce the red-breaſt with his little bill, 
'Gathers ſoft leaves to ſtrow their corſes dear, 
And mourns their hapleſs fate with many a 
tuneful tear ! | 


VIII. 
Even fairies ſung their dirge to lonely wind; 
(So antient legends tell: 
Along each wizard-wood, or elfin-dell, 
Was heard a till tho' melancholy knell. 
Queen Oberon, with all her green-clad train, 
Roſe, as of old, fair * Thetis from the main, 
Wich all her nymphs to mourn Achilles ſlain! 
As ſhe, from watry caves and coral-bowers, 
So they, from blooming vales and beds of 

flowers, 


Uproſe, and wail'd in lamentable ſtrain. 


Thrice round the bier they mourn'd, and thrice ' 


the grave; 

And long in bands at morn, or dewy eve, 
Mov'd 
See Homer's Odyſſy, B. XXIV. near the beginning 
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Mov'd all unſeen, 

Upon the printlefs green, 

Their melancholy rounds in ſad array, | 
And thrice . the dead, and 4855 the fu- 


neral lay ! 
II. 


Such tales did then my infant- hours delight, 
And move my eaſy credence light! 
And oft thro? ſolitude's ſweet ſerious walks; 
Where mimic Echo talks, 
Even then, a penſive-wandering boy, 
I roam'd all ſilent- ſad, as woe-begone! 
Even then the dreary tomb, 
Or hoary Ruin's venerable ſhade, 
With moſs or ivy all fantaſtic clad, 
Or huge o'er-hanging rock's more awful gloom, 
That rears to heaven its miſt-envelop'd head, 
| With oaks or talleſt aſhes ſpread, 
. Tofling their giant. arms below! 
Such objects pleas'd of old ere yet 1 felt of woe! 
> 
Sometimes to hail the riſing Morn, 
Spreading her golden locks o'er caſtern hill, 
From 


From downy pallet quick I ſprang ! 

Then raptur'd heard the hunter's ſpritely horn, 
Thro' the green wood echoing ſhrill, | 
Till hill and valley rang! | 

Then to wild lonelier haunts far off I hied ; 

By parents miſs'd for many a dreary time; 
While oft 1 clamb the rugged hill ſublime, 

Or wander'd by the fountain's verdant fide, 
All penſive and alone! oft gathering flowers, 
And roaming with the bee a world of ſweets, 
Or talking to the piſmire! oft remote, 

1 ſought at noon the ſhady grot, 

A ſhelter from the burning ſun, 

When raging Sirius reign'd ! full oft at eve, 
Pale, pleaſing, penſive, melancholy eve, 

I held my way along the moonlight-glades, 
And yellow-chequer'd ſhades, 

Muſing the moſt romantic things, 

On Nature's wondrous power ! 

From day to day admiring more and more ! 
Winter's hoar waſte ! fair Summer's purple 


ſtore ! 


I The. 
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The Sun's gold- ſtreaming ray! 

The ſweet viciſſitudes of night and day! 

Pale Cynthia's evening lamp! Nizht's ſtarry 
train ! 


The hollow-murmuring woods, and loud-re- 


ſoundling main! 


XI. 
Even now oppreſt with noontide- heat, 
I court yon alley's dark retreat, | 
Where ſcarce a wandering ſanbeam flings 
I's golden ray; and throſtle fings 
With warbles high midſt arbours green; 
And oft the lonely bee is ſeen 
Climbing the hav-thorn's flowering bough, 
Gold willow-blooms, or heath-bells blue ; 
Or loads her buſy-wandering feet 
With purple clover's eſſence ſweet; 
Fair caly-purchas'd ſtore for waxen palace meet: 
XII. 
Hail, tuncful murmurer! whoſe bleſt toi! 
Fortune rewards with honied ſpoil! ! 
Singing all rhe flowery year, 


Certain of your winter- fare, 
Unlike 
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Unlike my Muſe, whoſe ſimple ſong, 


Midſt Nature's walks, t ho' ſounding long, 


Nov feels ker fading notes decay, * 
Unnotic'd by the Great or Gay, 
While harden'd Avarice mocks her lyre, 


And Penury and Want ſarround her ſocial fire! 


CANTO 
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N. 


Wherein the Bard laments the loſs of his Cottage 
and Books, and complains of the falſehood and 
treachery of Friends. 


4 


H OW paſling bleſt were I, 

Did but my ftraw: thatch'd cottage ſtill remain, 
On yonder mountain's ſunny fide! 

There rapt, like Druid old, in muſings high, 
To gaze on Nature with romantic eye, 

From the fair hoſt of ſtars, 

That wheel unnumber'd thro” the boundleſs ſky, 
Marking our days and years, 

To liberal- handed Autumn's pearly grain, 

Or the wild wave-beat pebble-bedded ſhore ! 
Sometimes to hear remote old Ocean roar, 
And heave aloft his deeps profound, 

While many a tall ſhip cleaves his foamy tide! 
Anon 


] 
1 
\ 
1 
8 
1 
E 
4 


CANTO w. 69 


Anon to mark the peaceful-wooded vales, 

Wide-waving in the fluttering gales, 

And all the corny- cover'd plain, 

Where happy hinds enjoy the rural reign! 

Oh for my fav'rite haunts again! 

My turf- built ſeats beneath the ſhade, 

Where oft my dear old bards I read! 

My long long walks adown the hill, 

Where oft I heard the woodlark's trill, 5 

Or lively clack of buſy mill! 

Oh for my beechen bowl, my maple chair, 

Where oft I ate my ſimple fare, '£ „ 

And conn'd in peace my evening- prayer "Oi j 

Then took me to my bed of reſt, = ( 777 

No fear, no care within my breaſt ! 5 | 

Then nought I fear'd thoſe ugly demons fell, 

With iron-ſcourge and angry yell, 

That haunt the miſcreant's bed ! 

Secure I ſlept, heaven's bleſſing on my head! 

Then nought I fear'd, tho* round my ſhaking cell, 

Even tempeſts roar'd with ſuch wild din, 1 

* As heaven and earth they would together mell! ml 
> _ 


* Thomſon's Caſtle of Indolence. 
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Oh for ſuch ſafe ſnug haunts again ! 
But ah, I wiſh them all in vain ; 
For now, nor {imple cot, nor fav'rite haunts are 
there! 
II. 
Even my old fav'rite minſtrels too are gone 
So hard the fate of woeful penurae ! 
All, all are ſold, 


For lack of gold! * 
Tho' many a fav'rite- minſtrel dwelt with me ! 


Sometimes, my even-companions by the fire ! 


Sometimes, at morn, beneath the greenwood- 


tree! 
Oft too when laid a- bed 
Like pillows by my head; 
They whiſper'd fairy dreams of old to me. 
But now theſe fairy dreams are fled for ay, 
| Gone, gone as they had never been! 
No Homer, Virgil, on my ſhelves are ſeen, 
No ſweet Athenian bard, no Latian lay; 
No grave hiſtorian's curious page, 
No graver philoſophic ſage, 
The thoughts-refin'd of antient time diſplay ! 
No 


„ As a 
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No reverend minſtrel from th' /tahan ſhore, 

No Dante, Taſſo, no ſoft Petrarch's line, 

No Arigſto wild :—no Gallic lore, 

Sacred to poliſh'd Science and the Nine! 

Nor what of /ove-romance Hiſpama bore, 

With which my raviih'd fancy wont to burn: 

— All, all have left me at this dreadful turn! 

And now o'er all the well-known ground, 

A ſullen filence reigns around! 

Even Spring lets fall a tear on every green, 

Where oft my pauſing ſteps were ſeen ! 

Nor art, nor nature now their charms diffuſe, 

To welcome back my penſive Muſe, 

To that dear antient ſpot where center'd all my 
ſou] ! 


III. 


No more with gentle friends I now regale 

The lonely hour: with harmleſs wit and joy! 
No more with uſquebea or nut-brown ale, 
Drive from my ſoul each lingering care's annoy! 


Such pleaſures once were mine, 
When in £4:lander's hoſpitable hall, 
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I careleſs paſs'd each mirth-enliven'd day, 

And ſummer-ſans roll'd unperceiv'd away 

With wit the Graces, then, and Learning, join'd! 

With Phebe, then, I firſt had learn'd to toy ! 

Who prov'd indeed my virgin-heart's decoy, 

But poliſh'd well my mind !— 

— With Him, the mild, humane and good, 

I ſhar'd my whole alternate pain and joy! 

I ſung my paſſions and my loves, 

I talk' of Venus and her billing doves, 

With all the miſchiefs of her boiſterous Boy !— 

—EFer ſince o'er all the defart-plain, 

I've ſought for ſuch a friend in vain ! 

And oh ! too well too well Pue known, 

What 'tis t ride, to run, to ſpend, and be undone! 
IV, 

Let fain my ſoul its long-loſt eaſe would find? 

Come to my breaſt, thou vernal wind ! 

Ye wandering gales that odours blow, 

To cool the ſickening blaze of noon, 

Have ye in ſtore no ſweet-refreſhing boon, 

To quench my burning calenture of woe ? 


ves 
Spenſer. 
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Yes—a ſweet ſpirit whiſpering breathes, 
From off a thouſand odorous leaves ! 
(The voice of Zephyr kiſſing Flora's cheek, 
Cheek ever- blooming, balmy-breathing, meek:) 
Of power to baniſh every care; 
Begone a while my woes! begone my ſad de- 
ſpair ! 
V. 
And ſee, juſt peeping from the verdurous wood, 
The fawns and lambkins friſk around! 
Tis Joy inſpires the wanton mood, 
True heart-felt joy, o'er all fair Fortha's bound! 
See the gay birds in amorous pairs, 
All round their little neſts employ'd 
No jarrings midſt their houſhold-cares, 
No faithleſs ſpouſe, no loveleſs bride ! 
With them no wonted loves grow cold, 
No idle ſummer- friends forlaxe:— 
Nor hid in wiles, like wreathed ſnake, 
Fell, deadly foes their life's calm tenor break! 


VI. 
Alas! too well, too well Um taught, 
With what deceit, what crooked wiles ! - 
K What 
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What envy, hatred, cloth'd in ſmiles, 

The ſecret ſoul of man is fraught ! 

Even now it ſtrikes my wounded heart, 

That flanderous, falſe, inſidious dart, 

Ol ance a friend to my dear heart-ſtrings tied, 
But now a wretched homicide! 

Since he my wonted peace hath ſlain, 

Aud mocks the tears he caus'd, and triumphs 


in my pain! 
VII. 


Inzratitude ! thou fiend, more ſavage far, 
Tan famine, plague, or wide-devouring fea, 
To poiſon turn'it the Kindly food we gave! 
All, all. unthankful is receiv'd by thee !— 
and yet this tried I rais'd from loweſt ſhade; 
Inglorious artiſt! lent him all my name! 
Gave him my friends ! but low ambition vile, 
And envy brooding at his heart the while, 
That name he ſtain'd! thoſe friends my foes 
he made! 
Coin'd firit one lye, and then another brought! 


My ſimple honeſt heart was all in fault! 


That 
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That thus ſuſpicionleſs of wound or harm, 

Or aught that might repent me of my coſt, 
Took to my inmolt deareſt boſom warm, 

Aud cherith'd long this ſtinging viper vile, 
That under ſimpering, modelt-ſceming ſmile, 
Conceal'd more pride than Lucifer can boaſt! 
But now he's gone and left our happy coalt! 
Oh might begone with him our other foes, 
That Hydra-lilæ ſprout up with horrid head! 


Shall fortune never ceaſe her dire- repeated blows! 


VIII. 


Still Grief retarns! Fortune, I yield ; 

Since ſhady grove, nor flowery field, 

Nor blooming, roſy-footed May, 

Nor yet the heavenly Muſe's bleſt allay, 
Supply the lenient arts they did of yore :— 
Yet welcome pleaſures, dear as my heart's core! 
Still ſomething ye beſtead, 

When other blits is {led : 

When thouſand dire misfortunes preſs, 


And my paſt joys grow leſs and leſs! 
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Lo, heaven gives courage ſtill to ſing, 

* Edina's praiſe, on ſounding ſtring ! 

Heaven gives ſome courage ſtill to brave, 
Adverſity's oppoſing wave, 

Till the laſt billow ſink my head, 

And Fortha mourns her bard low levell'd with 
3 the dead! | 


See the Poem on Edinburgh, 
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N 


Pathetically laments the death of a favourite Boy r 
four years of age. 


—_— 


OH for a ſea of tears to weep his doom ! 

My fweeteſt flower cut off in early prime ! 

While yet his worth ſublime, 

Bloſſom'd to ſmiling heaven elyſian bloom; — 

Now pale and wither'd all in dungeon of the 
tomb 


II. 


O ye to Pæan and Hygeia dear, 

Where were ye then, ye healing ſons of art! 
With all your eſſenc'd airs, and potions mild! 
—To ſave from filthy dæmon wild 

Of dire diſeaſe, fo bleſt a ſweet- ſoul'd child! 
Had well deſerv'd your tendereſt care! 

Woes me, ye were not there ! 

Nor 
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Ner yet, ye balmy- breathing gales, 

Blown from Arabian vales, 

Forbade thoſe eye- balls, charmers late ſo bright, 
To let, like golden ſtars, in everlaſting night ! 


III. 
Ava'is not now to tell what charms were thine, 
My beſt, my faireſt found! 
Faireſt to me, on mortal, ground ! 
Nor what enliven'd tender grace, 
Sat on thine angel- face! 
Nor on thy roſy limbs what form divine! 
Ah now, all deadly- pale, | 
In Death's dark filent vale, 
Fades the dear image on the mind's fad eye! 
That heavenly voice, alas, is huſht for ay 
Long, long to me the balm of every care ! 
Now buſht in Death's dark cave, and loſt in 


ſilence drear. 


IV. 


And ſhall thoſe eyes ] hail d like dawning day, 


And often kiſs'd their falling tears away, 


- Swecter than dews on cheek of May, 
Shall 
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Shall they no more, with angel- goodneſs ſmile! 
Ah woes me the while! 

Now could my heart weep blood for tears, 
And weep, and weep again ior years! 

To think o'er all thy fond delights of yore, 
That ſoul of innocence, that heart of joy ! 
Taoſe hands, thoſe feet in endleſs dear employ ! 
Alas, alas, no more, 

To bleſs our mortal ſhore ! 

Ah woes me the while! ah woes for evermore! 


V. 


Oh that to drown my grief, all thougkt were 
Toft? 

And every finer feeling gone! 

Oh that 1 ſtood a rock on Scythian coaſt, 

Deaf to the winds and ſtorms that ever blow! 

Then ſhould I never feel my cauſe of woe, 

And all unconſcious, never make my moan ! 

But here each object, bids my grief to flow! 

Each childiſh play-thing, ne'er ſo mean and 


low, 


Bids 
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Bids memory to her view, my Babe diſplay ! 
Ah woes me the while! ah woes for lony and 
ay! 

vI. 
—How dead is, now, all Nature to mine eye, 
That wont to ſmile, when Thou wert by! 
Lo, join'd in ſullen walk, 
Pale Grief and Sorrow ſtalk, 
O'er the ſad green where late thy footſteps play'd! 
Thy fav'rite field-flowers all are fled ! 
Each jonquil, and each jeſſ'mine paſſing. fair, 
That lov'd to crown thy auburn-hair, 
Now * pale their gloſſy hue, 
Wild hare- bells, and each vi'let darkly-blue, 
Pinks, panſies, and a thouſand more beſide ! 


And now nor Summer-tide, 
Nor flower. embroider'd Spring, ſhall fee thee 
more, 
Nor pour to thee their golden ſtore ; 
No more, my ſteps, with unaccuſtom'd glee, 
Shall tread yon lillied lawn, with Innocence and 
Thee ! | 


VII. Ah 
® Shakeſpear. 


dd 


fe 


CANTO v. 31 
vil. 


Ah me! how reckleſs I, 

Had promis'd years of golden joy, 

From one ſo good, ſo bl:ft a Bay! 

But now ſhall aught on earth e'er chear my ſoul, 
My crown of joy, now thou art gone ! 

By cruel fate ſo ſoon, 

Snatch'd from the golden ſun, 

And life's romantic wild-enchanting maze ! 
One blank of darkneſs all thy future days 
And all thy glory vaniſh'd like a dream, 
A fleeting ſhadow, or the morning-dew ! 


VIII. 
How wretched Man on life's death-wrecking 
coaſt ! "A 
How all unſeen the fatal ſtorms that blow ! 
Where all bur play a loſing game at moſt, 
And while from death they fly, to death they go! 
Where Youth may wreck, but Age muſt ſurely 
ſo! 
Each day more nearer, as their courſe they run! 


But oh how ſad when ſcarce the voy ge begun, 
I, juſt 
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Juſt near the harbour's outler gay, 

When all ſeems ſmiling, on the watery way, 
To fink for ever in the ſilent tomb, 

In childhood's early bloom! 

Thoſe ſweet eyes opening on the golden day, 
And ſmiling at the lambent ray, 

Then ar Death's ruthleſs call, 

To cloſe their lids for ay, in tae black funeral! 


IX. 


How better far that I, 
For Thee, my darling Boy, 
Hd fouzht the tilence of the Stygian ſhores 
Th' aboile of reſt for evermore, | 
Winca in this weary world ] no where find! 
Yes, deareſt Babe, with innocence all o'er, 
Wit, beauty, ſenſe and ſweetneſs all combin'd; 
Thou ſure hadſt own'd a fairer- woven fate, 
Than e'er could bleſs this chequer'd web of 

mine! | | 

X. 

For me no beauteous charms of outward frame, 
No bold and graceful air like thine, 
| Not 


CANTO V 83 


Not equal ſpirit, no ſuch ſoul of joy, 
F'er fitted for the arduous paths of fame; \\4 
Hard as I find to keep my fa'tering way, | * 
Poor imp of genius, broken and diſmay'd, 


Of all my pinions ſhorn, 


While fortune holds me in her iron- chains, 1 * 
Unfriended and forlorn, of” 


And left all woe- begone with poverty to mourn! 


* 
XI A5 
= : 


But now far worſe remains, = $7 
Far worſe to me than every other woe, 1 


To weep thy loſs which nothing can reſtore ! 
And ſhall I never never ſee thee more? Þ | 
Farewel then all delight, . | 
Short gleams of comfort midſt a world of cares! * 
Henceforth I'll make my joy in tears, " 
And waſte my hopeleſs days in weeping plight! 

Or ſhall I rake my flight, 
Like deſperate lovers lorn 1n days of yore, # 
Or proud ambition thrown from kingly height, 
To ſome dark deſart den, or moſs. grown dell, a 


Or in ſome ſhaggy wilderneſs to dwell ; „ 
| L 2 There. * LO 
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There to liſtening earth and ſkies, 
To pour at eaſe my love-lorn harmonies, 
For loſs untimely of my darling boy, 
With all my world of woe, and ſpecchleſs mi- 
ſeries ! 
III. 


Methinks each ragged rock and cave profound, 
Echoes in concert to my wailing ſtrains, 

Each weeping fountain warbling ſad 1 
And the wild groves in louder murmurs mourn 
Methinks the harmleſs herds that graze, 

The tavny lian fierce, the bearded pard, 

The hi. o!-ſtain'd ry ger, pitileſs and fell, 

Their ſavage natures quite lay by, 

And grieve with me in ſolemn ſympathy, 

For heavy loſs of ſuch an angel gone, 

Gone to his long ſojourn, 

Oh woeful chance, and never to return ! 


XIII. 


But ſoon the woods theraſelves no longer pleaſe; 


Ye groves and lonely brooks, again farewel ! 


Rather in chearful haunts of men I'll dwell, 
| | . And 


CANTO v. 33 


And ſeek, mid ſprightly crouds, a ſhort-liv'd 
eaſe. 

Yet how can ſprightly crouds appeaſe my pain, 
While my fad heart with reſtleſs anguiſh glows! 
With ſailing friends, | try to ſmile in vain ;— 
Alas, they know nor of my ſilent woes! 

Thus, burning Etna wiſtes with inward flame, 
Whoſe fides with verdure ſaulc, and top with 


ſnows, 
X IV. 


Oh the dire anguiſh for the abſent dead! 

For buried worth in an untimely grave! 

When not the touch of ſil ver- ſounding ſtring, 

Nor warbling woodlands wild, nor greeawuod 
thade, 

Nor purple h ven, nor golden Morn ſerene, 

Nor Nature's flowery lap of thouſand hues, 

Nor every other earthly joy, 

Can heal this wounded heart of mine, 


Or ſteal my moments trom their ſad employ ! 


XV, 
Not even bright Poe/, that heaven-born Maid, 
Arm'd with the Lyre, and looks of living bloom, 
; Can 
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Can chear the ſorrows of the tomb, 

Or animate the cold and lifeleſs ſhade: 

Tho? like ſweer Philomel, She wake dull night 

With her loud plaint, or rouze the ſlumbering 
morn, | 

In vain She tries with breathing ſtrains that 
hurn, 

To wake the ſleeping dead, or warm the ſenſe- 
lefs urn ! x 

. XVI. 

But yet, if aught my verſe avails, 

To ſave from death a long endearing name, 

He ſtill ſhall flouriſh thro? eternal days, 

Blazon d in immortal lays 

And live, in golden characters enſhrin'd, 

Like ſages, patriots, darlings of mankind ; 

Or blown by fame's toud trump throughout 
the world; 

That all may know what angel excellence, 

Deſcended trum the ſkies, 

In carthly-f.ir 0: guiſe, 

Had come to bless ur earth in latter times, 

But fled thus early back offended at her crimes! 

XVII. Thus 


FO "oY FY 


CANTO. v. 27 
3 


Thus fond diſtracted Fancy flattering ſings, 
Dallying diſtracted with her helpleſs pain: — 
But ceaſe, oh ceaſe my weeping ſtrings, 
Nor touch that woeful note again! 
For lo, each wight of woman born, 
Dying, wretched and forlorn, 
Is here to-day, and gone to-morrow ! 
Their life a tiſſue of the darkeſt grain, 
Some tints of joy, but more of ſorrow ! 
A few dull weary paſtimes o'er, 
They like a flow'ret all muſt fade, 
And number'd with the filent dead, 
The place that knew them once ſhall know 
them now no more ! 
Thus He of U2 * for patience much renown'd; 
Plain'd in adverſity's dark-lowering day ; 
Yet ſtretch'd beyond life's ſcanty bound, 
And graſp'd eternity's vaſt round. 
So clear'd by hope, and faith's far-kenning eyes, 
I ſee a glad creation riſe, 


Where 
Job. 
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Where pain, diſeaſe, and death are known no 


more ! 
There golden groves and cryſtal-ſtreams along, 
W :k'd by live winds, and balmy-breathing airs 
I yet behold my angel-boy, 
Revel in immortal joy, 
And tread with ſpirits bleſt th' empyreal floor: 
So help me ever, heaven ! to thine eternal ſhore! 


XVIII. 


Farewel! a long good night, and many a day, 
Dear, ſweet, angelic, heavenly- bleſſed ſhade ! 


Light lye the turf upon thy ſacred clay 


And Spring her earlieſt ſweeteſt flow'rets ſpread! 


Let ſoft-ey'd Innocence let fall a tear! 

The Loves and Graces heave a melting ſigh, 

Nor even young Genius' roſy cheeks be dry, 

O'er the pale corſe She living lov'd fo well, 

Now laid in dungeon of the cold-dark tomb, 

With death and ſilence ay a long long night to 
dwell! #2 


CANTO 


CANTO N 


Was written in a countrysſolitude; and deſcribes the 
uneafineſs ariſing in a feeling mind from the nou- 


exerciſe of the ſofter paſſions. 


I. 


YtT once more, O ye Muſes, and once more, 

Thou Goddeſs of the weeping eye ! 

Sweet Elegy yclept, whom * Sorrow bore, 

To tearful Pity near ſad Orpheus' tomb! 

Faſt by the Thracian ſhore, 

Where wildly-howling northwinds endleſs roar! 

Come with thy dark-looſe locks, thy paly bloom! 

Thy penſive, muſing, philoſophic air, 

Sober, ſolemn and ſevere ! | 

And bring with thee Urania, heavenly-fair, 
1 That 


The author does not pretend entirely to juſtify in his poem 
theſe alluſions to the heathen mythology. He can only ſay for 
himſclf, that if they are not conformable to Chriſtian-faith, they 
are at leaſt agreeable as poetical embelliſhments ; and that he can 
plead Milton, as well as the belt Italian poets for his precedent. 
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That tunes her bigh-immortal ſtrings 

To ſing diviner things, 

Than all the train of Aganippe's well, 

Or thoſe on Pindus' top that dwell ! 

Oh come, ſweet Muſe, with each remembrance 

high, 

Each ſweet-embitter'd tear, each heart- felt ſigh, 
To wake my lingering woe to pay its laſt arrear! 


I. 

For lo, laſt night, my deareſt earthly joy, 
And lateſt loſt from mortal ground! 
My ſweet, angelic, heavenly-bleſled Boy, 
Came in a viſion, as I ſlept profound! 
His face, as wont, the mirrour of his breaſt, 
Look'd pleas'd content, and patience ever-bleſt! 
And Innocence, an angel there, | 
Play'd in his heavenly eyes ! 
I gaz'd with ſweet ſurprize ! 
* Whence comes, my deareſt Babe ? from what 

bleſt land ?” 
He ſmiling nought replies! 
But all my head and face embracing round, 
With 
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With many a fondle from his infant- hand! 

And many a glance of eye my heart to move, 

As if to pay me for my endleſs love! 

He kiſs'd me o'er and oer! 

Then vaniſh'd to be ſeen no more! 

Sweet Babe, ſaid I! thus ever bleſs my reſt! 

Thus kindly ſhow me that thyſelf art bleſt ! 

JI ſmile at all my woes, 

And my ſad harafs'd heart ſhall try to find re- 
pole ! 


III. 


Vet ſtill thy matchleſs loſs quite breaks my ſoul, 
When others long had ſunk me low ! 
How light comes now each other woe! 
How vain each other pleaſure's ſoft controul ! 
Can aught that's earthly ever cauſe me joy, 
When Thou; an Angel dear, haſt left me lorn 
No more at evening's cloſe, or riſing morn, 
To bleſs me with thy ſmiles and ſports ſo free! 
My deareſt Ioft ! ſtill throbs my heart for Thee! 
No other pleaſure equall*d fuch delight! 
Even now I eye Thee to the realms of joy, 

| M2 Where 
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Where faſt thou flieſt like lightning thro" the 
night! 

But ah, in vain I'd Join thy company, 

Tho heaven- expecting, ſtill a weary wight, 

Condemn'd to toil throughout this world of 
tears, | 

Where all a ſad viciſſitude appears, 

Of dark turmoil and woe, and earthly-carking 


cares ! 
IV. 


But Thou, from all thy cares, haſt found re- 
pole! 

Rather from all thy ſports! thy cares were none! 

No more thy harmleſs laugh, or prattling tongue, 

Or the wild wit that in thy boſom glow'd, 

Are heard to whiſper in the lonely wind! 

All. all are huſh'd beneath the graſs-green ſod! 

Oh no, the Better Part, th' aerial mind, 

Has ſvar'd aloft, and join'd its maker God! 

Thou Bleed Feſus led the glorious road, 

Where * angel- Babes behold without a cloud 

The face ſerene of their dear Heavenly-Sire! 


Oh make my ſoul aſb ire, 
Where 
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Where Innocence and Peace, fair infants crown'd, 

All meek as lambs with youthful Seraphs fing, 

And tune their golden harps to heaven's Al- 
mighty king, 


V. 


Oh never never from my mind ſhall go 

Thou lovely Infant ſweer ! 

Thou deareſt earthly form below! 

Thy. looks of heavenly love, thine air divine! 

The. buds of bloſſom'd worth Thou gav'it to 
ſhine ! 

Oh never never ſhall my ſteps forget 

To tread the turf where thy bleſt relics lye ! 

—Tho' now to diſtance born, 

Still ſhall my travell'd ſteps return, 

Each ſad-revolving year, 

To pay the duteous tear, 


And hang with many a wreath thy ſacred urn, 


And every paſſenger ſhall weeping turn, 
And liſten co my piteous tale, 
And ſhake the penſive head and join me in my 


wall ! 
VI. So 


_ 1 


4? s > 


Ne = 


== cali. +4+:= - 


. 


— 


1 


S 
- 


_ ——_— 
"4 - 
— * - 
= 1 
2 


. 
* 


| 
at 
1 
1 
1 


<= - SAIL A ” —_— * 
* "4 2 "23 0 o i 2 _ q I 
———ů— — ꝛ ——ä b — 2 
— 


94 Tux WEEPING BARD. 
VL - © 


Zo learn'd Quintilian mourn'd in years of yore, 


Two lovely matchleſs boys thus reft away! 

For this his pleaſant ſtudies all forſwore, 

And wept and groan'd tor many a woeful day! 

Thus heavenly David mourn'd fair Ab/alom, 

And loathing life even fickening ſought the 
tomb ! | 

No wonder then that thro' my love-lorn ſong, 

Like murmuring winds the leafy woods among, 

The voice of dolefu] Sorrow ſtilly ſounds ! 

Or if by fits the dying murmurs fall, 

Like ſolemn dirge at woeful funeral, 

Soon the ſad Goddeſs of the ſweeping pall, 

Takes up the dire and lamentable ſtrain — 

If memory to her view my Babe recal, 

My couch is ſteep'd in tears, and woe returns 


again! 
s vn. 


But now my weeping Muſe goes on to tell, 
(My weeping Muſe ſmiling in tears !) 
Her other hopes, her other fears ! 


My ſoul, as uſual, preſt with thouſand cares ! 
With 
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With now and then a ray of joy divine, 

Beaming from Religion's ſhrine, 

To lighten all my weary load of woes, 

And every darker grief diſpel ! 

Come then ſtrike the chorded /hell ! 

And ſing a hopeleſs priſoner no more, 

To gloomy grim Deſpair ; 

But in thy voyage thro' this world of care, 

Look-up, my ſoul, to Zion's holy hill, 

And caſt hope's anchor there within the veil, 

There only hope for reſt and bliſs on bliſs at 
will! . 

VIIL 

For here on earth where are they to be found ? 

I've trode the circle round, 

And ſtill-returning find the ſearch in vain ! 

Even now my heart's in pain, 

As lone I wander Devon's flowery fields, 

Nor heed the joys the ſeaſon yields, 

Tho' Nature clad in univerſal green, 

Gives her gay mantle glittering to the ſun, 

And ſcents the balmy wind : 


It nowiſe ſooths my mind 
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In vain ſilk- foliage robes each gaudy tree, 
The Zephyrs ſport in vain for me! 

See every ficld with glory ſhine, 

To gladden every heart but mine ! 

While abſent from the bliſs I love, 

Th: cis juys I long to prove, 


— — 


Iis gocu) Winter (till where'er J rove! 

. 1h 
Should Nature dreſs her brighteſt bowers, 
Or heaven deſcend in ſofteſt ſhowers, 
Tn crown the fields and bleſs the ſwain, 
Wich all the ſtores of Afa's plain: 
Yet ſtill the bliſs is nought to me, 
If not the joys that with my ſoul agree! 
What is't to me, that down yon craggy dell, 
The babbling fountains pure as amber roll, 
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If aught but foils my pleaſure's ſacred well, 
Or checks the native current of my ſoul? 
What is't to me, that Nature ſmiles around, 
In all her various and her rich array ; : 
If, while like weeds, my ſorrows moſt abound, 
My pleaſures wither, and my hopes decay; 
Or 1uas-like, 1 cry, my friends, I've loſt a day? 
X. It 
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. 
It e'er has been my fate, 
To ſeek for bliſs but ne'er obtain 
Still pleaſure ſmil'd in my delighted eyes, 
But, like a meteor, ſoon it paſs'd away! 
From love, bleſt love's tranſporting joys, 
In the ſoft arms of that once-darling maid, 
I promis'd mine for ay, 
To peace, and quiet, and ſober joy, 
In the calm ſeats of learn'd retirement laid! 
Say love, that won my ſoul, 
With all ye ſocial joys ſo full df glee, 
Was ever man fo bleſt as I, 
So rapt in boundleſs exſtacy 
As if ſach boundleſs bliſs were made for me ? 
But ah! few years were overpaſt, 
When like enchanted caſtle all in haſte, 
My air-built pile of endleſs love, 
Vaniſh'd at once; and left me all forlorn, 
Alone, in deſart wild, my hapleſs fate to mourn! 
5 TI. 
Was ever ſoul made more for love than mine, 
More ſoft, more tender for the melting joy ! 
N Witneſs 
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Witneſs my eye of love! my heart of flame! 


Witneſs the ſtealing tear, and heaving ſigh! 


Witneſs my food for years, ſome fair one's ſmile! 


Of more than one I boaſt the amorous chain! 


For her, adieu gay ſports and every toll, 
And but for her even life itſelf was vain ! 
—Even late I felt the dear-returning pain, 
Thrill my wild veins with all its wonted power! 
*T'was Cælia ſmil'd from yonder lofty tower, 
And all the darts of love my heart aſſail! 
But woe to me, along yon lonely dale, 
I tim'rous walk at diſtance from her bower ! 
While jealous guardians bolt the wary gate, 
And nip my budding love juſt in its infant- 
flower ! 
III. 
There thouſand hopes and trembling fears were 
loſt, 
The breaſt's wild heave, the eye's love-darting 
rowl ! | 
There every life-enlivening gale was croſt, 
That wakes the ſtagnant torpor of the ſoul ! 
The longing wiſh to meet at diſtant eve, 
| | Cloſe 


CANTO VI. 99 


Cloſe by the hawthorn-ſhade, or wattled fold 
There to ſoft gales the pureſt vows to breathe, 
There many a tale of rendereſt love be told ! 
The interchange of hearts, the fond delay ; 
The rapt'rous glance, the kiſs more rapt'rous 
ſtill, | 

At every look to ſigh my ſoul away, 

Melt at her touch, and take of love my fill !— 
To live upon one heavenly ſmile to: days! 

Or barr'd her ſmile, diſconſolate to mourn, 

By lonely fountain, ſhade or boſky bourne, 
Carving on trees her matchleſs praiſe ;— 

But oh, ſhould She return, 

To fan within my breaſt love's golden flame! 
My verſe then triumphs in her name, 

Her name erſt utter'd with a figh ! 

The Cupids ſport, love's altars burn, 

And Hope, and Love, and rapt'rous Joy, 

Play in the pleaſing beam ! 


XIII. 


Such were to me the golden days of old! 
How jocund then whole ſeaſons roll'd! 
N 2 How 
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How every day like minntes danc'd along ! 
More bright the ſun then ſeem'd, more fair the 
{ky, 
Methought the very warblers ſprightlier ſung, 
When Delia's Self was by! 
— Now vaniſh'd one by one, with paſſing years, 
The ſweet Lowes fly, ere Fancy bids them go ! 
Snatch'd from my fight, ere age has chang'd my 
hairs, 
Tho' early filver'd o'er with cares; 
But now, what paſſion's gale, like Summer-airs, 
Shall bid my ſtagnant ſea of life to flow ?— 
is night! and ſhaken by the wanton breeze, 
I ſee the wavering ſhadows of the trees ! 
Along my ſaſh the trembling phantoms run, 
Like fairies dancing by the filver moon! 
The moon withdraws and all theſe ſhadows die. 
Such and ſo ſwift our tranſient paſſions fly, 
Inconſtant as the tide, or changes ot the ſky! 


XIV. 


Yet to theſe paſſions ſtill our bliſs we owe ! 
Than love or fliendihip what more pleaſing joy? 
Oh 
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Oh where ſhall I a wayward mortal go, 

When robb'd of love and friendihip's ſweet 
employ ! 

My life become a blank, a motely void, 

A Ship becalm'd without a tide, 

With neither wind, nor pole-itar for her gui le! 

While others round me to their lovers hie, 

And in their joys outwatch fair Venus' ſtar, 

I roam the midnight- waſte afar, 

A widow'd, deſolate, deſerted ſwain, 

And call on Deha's name in vain! 

Oh where ſhall 1 light up my former flame! 

Oh where a true love find ! 

Or where a generous friend my heart to bind; 

Modeſt, diſcreet, and learn'd and free, 

Social, yet virtuous ? Of ſuch precious Three 

Methought 1 once could boaſt: But woe to tell! 

One, Fudas-like, a traitor turn'd !— 

Strephon to India paſt ;—by death Philander fell! 


XV. 


Dear-lov'd Philander ! many a ſocial hour, 
By the gay fire and ſpirit- ſtirring bowl, 
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O'er love, and books, and human life and man, 
Our harmleſs wit and converſation ran !— 

If youth with virtue, ſenſe with learning join'd, 
All that adorns the moſt accompliſh'd mind, 

Our laſt regard may call, 

Here let me pautic ! ſome tender tears let fall! 
Even now, methinks, I join thy funeral, 
When thy ag'd father ſhook his hoary head, 
And Oh! my Son,” with faltering accent ſaid, 
Would Heaven I to the grave had gone, 
For thee, my darling Son!“ 

Then check d his ſobbing voice; and ſeem'd a 

ſenſeleſs ſtone. 


— A —— 
— 1 = 24 1 2 S 7 Re *% 
} 
| 
i 
{ 


* — — — "I 


— 2 DTC 7˖7˙—eõ A ˙aʃ——— x —— — TE EC IT 
, . * Fa. + * — — bo . 
. — — 2 80 I — — — 


— 


.» vr — 
* r 


22 


* CANTO 


3-4 


. . — — et 86] ** 
& 2 Fe „ * — 2 # — 1 * 


— —— —— ——— ——— — — we 
— . — 


he 


| $ 103 


C ANT O VI 


Deferibes the happineſs of ruſtic, ſemplicity and igno- * 

rance; compared with the miſeries of too great a © 3» ny 

ſenſibility of mind, together with the doubts and £ af” 

ſeruples, and other anxieties attending the purſuits 2 
of learning and philoſophy. 

. * 

OA Thou divine Philanthropy ! of all by 


The moral virtues choiceſt and the beſt ! 
Thou tenant of the generous breaſt 
And nobleſt ſoul ! what were this earthly ball 71 . 
If robb'd of Thee! a brutal wild at beſt! - 
Even Pleaſure's {elf would loſe its higheſt zeſt, 1 | 
Without that ſympathetic glow of heart 1 


That makes the ſoul in mutual tranſport burn, a? 
Of lovers and of friends ! ö 
Ye mild, humane, and ſocial virtues dear! 4 T9 


How hard my fate, oh now at laſt to mourn, | : 
In 1 
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In all the ſolitude of Learning caſt, 
As on a deſart waſte, 
Without or love or friendihip's ſqothing power, 
To chear each lowering day, or ſpeed each lag- 
ging hour! 
II. 
How happier far my lot had been, 


(Since now theſe joys are gone,) 


Had I ſuch ſoftening pleaſures never known 

But born unfeeling, ignorant and rude, 

Sworn foe to love and learning, ſelfiſh-proud, 

Like old Avarus, or his booby-ſon ! 

Then, tho' no learned elf, 

Amid my fellow-boors I ſhow'd my ſkill ; 

I yet had homeſpun mother-wit at will! 

Or bleſt with eaſe and competence and pelf, 

I liv'd in plenty, tho' my wit was none! 

Or even ſome meaner menial vaſſal born, 

To a ſmall range of cares, 

Juſt taught to work and read and ſay my prayers; 

Then lay me down fo reſt a thoughtleſs wight, 

Thus paſs'd were many a day and many an 
eaſy night! | 

III. No 
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III. 


No learned lumber, then, had fill'd my head! 
No dreams of Pindus or the darling Nine! 
What battles Cæſar fought or Virgil ſung, 

At morn or eve had been no care of mine! 

No Homer, Horace, hung upon my tongue! 
No Britiſh Milton, Thomſon, Pope or Young ! 
No wild philoſophy had marr'd my mind ! 

Of Hume, Rouſſeau, or wilder Bolingbroke ! 
The lab'ring hind ſuch wranglers never ſhock! 
No curious queſtions rack his vacant brain, 
Save how to train his bullock to the yoke, 
What ſeaſons beſt to ſow the golden grain, 
How cleave the beech, or fell the ſturdy oak. 
He ftudies God-ward ; heeds no learning anght, 
Save Goſpel-truths held forth by deep Divine! 
—And much and oft are welcome to his thought, 
On Sundays moſt, or other holy-day, 

The wondrous works of Flavel, Dyer, Gray, 
Of Hervey, Boſton, Bunyan, Ambrole high, 
Theſe glorious champions of Theology ! 

With theſe he ſhuts the even, or welcomes in 


the day, 


O | IV. Nor 
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IV. 


Nor deals alone in lore of grave Divines, 

But ſcripture-hiſtories his hours engage; 

He ſtudies deep Joſephus' antient page, 

While favourite Stackhouſe on his table ſhines! 
Theſe form his youth, amuſe his riper age; 
No further ſoar his rude unletter'd views, 

No further ſeek the fair hiſtoric throng, 

Livy or Herodote for feats of old ; | 

Far leſs he ſcans the poet's age of gold! 

He only reads by turns the Weekly News, 

Or Monthly Magazine, by poſt-boy brought, 
From diſtant town, each anxious long'd-for day! 
Thence many a wondrous tale he conns by rote, 
To make to pals the lazy nights away, 

While by the fire of faggots blazing gay, 


To wondering neighbours on his benches ſet, 


He tells of many a warlike gallant feat, 

By Ruſſian, Turk, or bolder Briton done !—- 
Ant oft repeats our Scottiſh heroes praiſe, 

In Bruce's, Charles's, or in Cromwell's days ;— 
His liſtening audience hear with blind amaze, 
And 
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And deem no champions all the world can hoaſt, 
As vanquiſh'd, fougit or fell from Scotland's 


warlike coalt ! 
. 


Thus then no puzzling doubts, no queſtions 
ſtrange, 

In thorny Learning's wide-extended field, 

Diſturb their hours; no airy worlds they build, 

Thro' chaos wild of thought unknown to range. 

By eaſy faith their ſimple hearts upheld ! 

They truſt that God alone can never change, 

Nor change his Hol Word, Thus lowly-bleſt, 

No idle ſyſtems cer amuſe their days! 

No idler paſſions e'er their breaſts moleſt ! 

No anxious fears, no wants, no carking care: 

Oh envy'd lot of toil, and innocence and prayer! 


VI. 


—Amidſt this vale of tears, 

Whence love and ſoft philanthropy are fled ! 
Where Learning needs not ſhew her head, 
And Poe lies dead! | 

Say what ſhall ſooth a wretched poet's cares? 


On what hand ſhall he turn! | 
O2 Before 


7 


108 True WEEPING BARD. 


Before him gloomy proſpects frown ! 
Backward he looks, but looks to mourn, 
And ſigh o'er pleaſures long a-gone ! 

The preſent Now a dreary deſart lies, 
With not one flower beſtrown, 

Save the wild nettle or the prickly thorn ! 
—Oh where ſhall I direct my eyes aghaſt? 
Eyes on this world now look your laſt ! 
What is it when 'tis paſt ? 

A ſcene for wonder, ſtill a changing ſcene ! 
An idle tale! a troublous dream !— 

 — help me, Thou of Powers Supreme! 

Great Source of Wiſdom! equal Source of Love! 
Enlighten Thou my darken'd eyes ! 

Give me more ſolid joys to prize, 

And fix my wandering mind ! 


VII. 
Too long I've wander'd from thy paths aſtray ! 
Wilder'd with doubts, and oft with paſſions 
blind ! 
Oh teach me, Heavenly Sire, the way to find, 
From Doubt's dark night, to Truth's eternal 


day! 
f No 
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47 


No more, to vain philoſophy a prey, 
I wed the wiſdom that confounds the mind, 
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That dazzles, yet confounds the mental ſight, a 
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And ſtudied ſtill, confounds and dazzles more: 

But turn thy Sacred Volumes o'er and o'er, 

By day my ſtudy, and my dreams by night! 

In them I ſpy a bleſſed-dawning light, 

That glittering more and more, o'er every page, 

And riſing gradual like the riſing day, 

Illumes the doubting mind and ſteals the heart | 92 
away! 


2 


— _—— ——— 0 a” 
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vin. 5 
Oh, Thou all- glorious Son ! ' 1 
Offspring of Heaven, Finſt- born! 
Who with th' Almighty Father didſt reſide, 
His image, darling, and his chief delight, 
From all eternity : ere orient morn 

Gan from the eaſt to ſmile, or ocean wide 
Pour'd round the pendent globe his ambient- 


tide ! 
Ere the proud hills to ſwell were ſeen, _ ( 
Or the low vales put on their mantle green! 4 


Thou ; ＋ 
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Thou then before th' Eternal Father joy'd, 

His glorious wiſdom, and his potent might, 

While all his goodneſs inthy count'nance bright, 

Smil'd 1:ke a vernal Sun — 

Till, at thy voice divine, the Worlds appear'd, 

Ten t ouſand chouſand glittering thro' the night! 

Twas then Thou form'dſt the orient Light, 

Which ike a fair and new born Child, 

Riſing trom Chaos on his dark brow ſmil'd, 

Glimm'rtng and flickering thro' the murky 
_ gloom! 

Then kiſ:'d the flowery Earth, and all the orbs 

on high! | 


IX. 


Juſt ſo, Thou Better Intellectual Light, 

When all was Chaos in the Moral World, 

And all in dark Confuſion hurl'd ; 

Thou Then, All-Bleſt, cam'ſt down below, 

 Commiſſion'd by th' Eternal Mind, 

Prince, Saviour, Teacher, Healer of Mankind ! 

Before Thee, Truth divine thy way, prepar'd, 

And Grace and Love went ſmiling by thy fide!— 
—Yet, 


— Yet, oh! full ſad to tell! 

Thy love was paid with hatred fell, 

Reproach, diſdain, and ſcorn ! 

Say—could ſuch hate in mortal boſom dwell ! 

Say could ſuch heavenly love meet ſuch return! 

That Thou, the Holy One of /ſraet, 

Should thus for guilty ſons of Adam die? 

Yet ſo by heavenly deſtiny befel ! 

Oh! then my ſoul no more in anguiſh lye! 

Henceforth a long farewel to all my woes ; 

In Thee, my Saviour bleſt, my foul ſhall find 
repoſe ! 


X. 


Doth Love and tender paſſions touch my heart! 

Love centers all in Thee! 

For Thou alone art worthy all my heart, 

Who diedſt for love of me! 

If I love Beauty, Thou art Beauty's Source ! 

Amid ten thouſand worlds diſplay'd, 

Which thy own fingers made, 

With all the Beauteous Fair theſe worlds contain! 

Or hearſt Thou rather, ſweeteſt Prince of Peace! 
| ; Fair 
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Fair mental Beauty ! Order's ſecond reign ! 

For peace, and love, and order, all are one! 

Thou Lamb of God! thro' ſufferings perfect 
made | 

Oh give my heart to prove 

Thy boundleſs peace! thy endleſs Love! 

Oh give my ſoul to climb 

The ſteps divine by which you trode 

To heaven, to virtue, and to God ! 

Holy and pure, yet earthly-kind ! 

Lowly and meck, and yet ſublime! 

Oh make me wholly thine ! 


CANTO 


113 


CANTO VIII. 


Wherein the Bard complains of” enemies, ęſtrange- 
ment of friends, and other diftreſſes ; but comforts 
himſelf” with religion, 


I. bs 


STILL ſounds, alas, my dirge of weary woe, 
Her wildly-warbling wail! 

Still mourns my Muſe of tears ! 

Her harp like Eol's weeping ſaddeſt airs, 
Sometimes with ſtrains all melancholy-mild, 
Softly-ſweet, and gently-thrilling, 


Anon diſtracted, frantic, wild, 4 


Woeful- wailing, loud and thrilling !— 

“Rut ſhall I then ne'er gain one wreath of fame, 
My mournful brows to bind ! 

With all my labours, all my toils, 

In wilder Elegy's untrodden field! 

Alas, nor fortune's golden ſmiles, 

P Nor 


114 Tis WEEPING BARD, 


Nor the fair eulogy of dear mankind, 
Shall c'er that bleſſing yield; 
The ſacred minſtrel's nobler aim, 
Th' applauſe of generous minds, that faireſt 


* 


wreath of fame 


II. 


* Such news, my friend, your angry meſlage 
Y hore, 
Juſt when my Muſe gave o'er, . 

An thonght to weep no more, 
Clofing her Sorrows with a prayer to Heaven 
Bur now to wildeſt anguiſh driven, 
Even in the cold dark night | wake to weep! 
Such foes have baniſh ſleep! 
While all with paly cheek, and trembling hand, 
I ſcrawl theſe verſes at your dire command; 
But how to 'pin or end I not can tell, | 
Woes me ſuch madding imps of hell, 

| | Broke 


This alludes to the Author's intending to drop his Complaints 


at the end of the laſt Canto; but ſome inſinuations from a friend 
given as general aſperſions againſt him, obliged him to go on to 


mour::, and at the ſame time to vindicate himſelf, and account for 


the peculiarity of his ſituation. 
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Broke looſe from Satan's nether iky, 

With ſcorns, andtaunts, and hiſſes, round me fly! 
Suſpicion, with her foui and ſqu:ntiny eye, 
And wrinkled Avarice, with head awry, 
Revenge, that tears our mangled fame anew, 
And Malice, changing ſtill her wrathful hue, 
From black to red, from that to deadly. pale ! 

-*T would ſeem. they all had left th' infernal vale, 
And their black ſeats below, 

To work on earth my bittereſt woe, 

Scattering their ſlanderous venom as they go, 
All thro” the general crowd, 

To blind the Better wile, and poiſon even the 


Good ! | 

| III. 

Elſe ſay, dear friend for what dire deeds of 
mine, | | 

Hath my whole band of friends thus turn'd 
away ? 


Sure angry heaven from all its wrathful ſore, 


No heavier vengeance could repay ! 
Yes, heavier ſure! Heaven ſpare my guilty ſoul! 
Shall Ja culprit vile thy laws coutroul! 

of Be” Alf 
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If ſenſual joy my fault has bee 

Let hard compunction expiate . 

No more to look on women fair, 

Or Beauty ſmiling with deluding eye; — 

No more to gaze on Nature's wonders rare, 
For this is mental ſenſuality ! 

If ſuch th' Eternal will, 

Let me thus mourn and weep my fill, 

And leave all other cares! 

For this, oh let me leave each ſocial ſcene, 
And hold a dear appointment with my tears ! 
For this, to taſte of Learning's joys no more, 
Forſwear my books with all their Jucid lore, 


And leave unfiniſh'd many a fair eſſay ! 


And all a ſolitary wanderer grown, 

An outcaſt, alien from earth's hoſtile ſhore, 

To roam the midnight-waſte alone, 

And call the moon and ſtars to hear my lay! 

But they, alas, are ſpeechleſs to my moan ! 

Then take me to my conch and weep whole 
nights away ! | 


IV. How 
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IV. 


How better far, when for my darling Boy, 
I ſung like Philomel, the whole night long, 
My woe - diſtracted, yet love-labour'd ſong ! 
With piercing outcries to the ſkies preferr'd, 
Like * Rachel's voice in Ramah heard, 

For her dear lovely Babes for ever loſt, 
O'er all ſad Bethlehem-coaſt ! 

Such outcries erſt were mine! 

Yet ſweetneſs ſoften'd ſtill the ſtrain divine, 
Tho' mix'd with dire- diſtracted woe; 

But now what ſoother to his woe, 

Shall thy poor Minſtrel find ! 


Thus hooted, as Thou ſay'ſt, by half mankind! | 


Say, for what miſcreant deeds could ſuch dire 
rancour flow ? 


V. 


oh hide, hide me where no light doth dwell, 
In ſome lone hermit-cell ! 

Or darker cavern's ever-during night! 

There with one only taper's treiabling light ;— 


And 
See Matthew ii. 38. 
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And in my hand * that Beſt of Books alone 
To fit upon the pebble-bedded floor, 

And weep my antient glories now no more, 
While piteous + cho anſwers groan for groan ! 
Cr by the murmuring fountain's dripping well, 
To bid my ſobbing woes as faſt to flow, 
And count for every drop a briny tear !— 


e Thus muſe o'er all my weary world of care, 
4 With ſcanty intermingled comforts rare, 

| Like drops of joy amidſt a ſea of woe! 

; How like an idle tale that's quickly told, 
Have all my wayward minutes roll'd ! 


How like a fleeting dream that's paſt and gone, 
; Are all my hopes beneath the Sun ? 
l Henceforth ye worldly cares, away, away 
4 True bliſs is found in God alone !— 
* ſhou Rock of Ages! Iſra'l's endleſs ſtay ! 
My 2uiding ſtar by night! my ſun by day!” 
On Thee my ſoul ſhall reſt ! 
My tempeſt-beaten, woe-betoſled ſou], 
Even from Earth's hoſtile ſhore, 
Shall cry to Thee for evermore ! 
Shall 


The Bible. 
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Shall cry to Thee her joy and reſt, 
Her haven of endleſs reſt and boundleſs joy, 


Thro' the ſhort voy'ge of Time to vaſt Eternity ! 


VI. 

So let my foes increaſe on every fide, 
And ſummer-friends at diſtance from me ſtand, 
Yet by this Anchor will my ſoul abide, 
Till, weary woeful wight, I reach the ſtrand, 
The ſhore eternal of Emanuel land, 
Where Peace and Love eternal hand in hand, 
And infant-Innocence for ay reſide ! 
Then ſeek, my foul! with heavenly-pious aim, 
The Friend of Friends above the ſky ! 
And bid to other friends a long farewel ! 
Does Fame thee fly ? Then ſeek thow heaven's 
1 fair fame, | 
And in the book of life enrol thy name, 
Crown'd with a wreath of never-fading joy, 
Celeſtial amaranth and gems and gold, 
Wrought for the bards of heaven! 
To ſing of him for whom that thus enroll'd, 
Their name thall bloom and ſpread thro' wide 

Eternity! 

bo ; VII. Then, 
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VII. 

* Then, tho' no herds ſhall flouriſh in the ſtall, 
No reddening cluſters deck the tender vine ! 
Tho' food and raiment, friends and fortune all 
Forſake :—yet God that portion is of mine, 
As ſtays my hope forlorn, 
Amidſt a world of ſcorn, 
Vexation, diſappointment, and deſpair ! 
With not a friend to hear my dying pray'r ! 
My eyes with weeping as with anguiſh blind, 
For thinking of the cru'lty of mankind ! 
While every earthly hope 1s gone, 
Let let my ſoul not ſwear in haſte, 
That every comforts paſt, TY 
If God's my friend, tho' other friends were none! 
My refuge, portion, my ſtrong tower he ſtands, 
My ſhield, my high ſalvation, and my praiſe, 
Along my weary path of days 
*Tis He that brings me low, and He my ſou! 

Hall raiſe! 


* Habakkuk iii. $7, 18. 
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Wherein the author laments that delicacy of temper 
and conſtitution, that renders him all unfit for 
buſtling or raiſing himſelf in the world. 


| I. 
Bur ſay, once more, for what dire deeds of 


mine, 
Hath an unfeeling world thus turn'd away? 
Why left me thus without or prop or ſtay, 
Like to a wither'd ſhrub in deſart caſt, 
A ſport to every ſaucy blaſt! 
Already weary-ſpent, and tempeſt-torn, 
Of foliage robb'd ; and ragged left and lorn ?— 
Ves; born a ſickly plant of weakly limb, 
No robuſt manly vigour e'er was mine! 
Even from the parent-womb, 
Of render fickly bloom, 
Fit only for the warmer vales, 


Where foſtering ſuns preſide, and balmy gales! 
Unlike thoſe hardy ſouls that brave the blaſt _ 


Q of 


122 Taz WEEPING BARD. 


Of raging fortune's wintry brow, 
With all the warring winds of angry heaven, 
that blow ! 


II. 


A ſeven-month's embryo to this world I came, 

My bland eyes ſmiling at the roſy light! 

But ſickening clos'd as ſoon with pale affright! 

Thrice op'd their lids, and thrice eſſay'd a ſmile, 

While tears as oft obſcur'd their orbits bright! 

A ſerious, mournful, cloudy ſmile it ſeem'd! 

Preſageful of my weary fate forlorn, 

So miles the tearful Morn, 

Behind ſ me watery leaden-colour'd cloud, 

That ſlow . fermenting brews ſome angry ſtorm! 

So my harſh fortune rude, 

Thus early ſtain'd my infant-eyes with tears, 

Portentous of my future cares ! 

Thus early tun'd my voice to plaintive ſound, 

Boding my thouſand woes above this earthly 
ground ! 


II. 
Sickly and faint I ſcarce was deem'd to live! 
For 
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Fornine long months my fainting qualmsreturn! 
How did an anxious mot her grieve and mourn! 
(As oft to me the tender tale ſhe told !) 

To ſee her only hope! her darling Son, 

Almoſt in number of the dead enroll !! 

Weak, breathleſs, pale; all like the filent dead! 
My frail life hanging by the tendereſt thread! 
And well my memory yet recalls to view, 
How fitting by the fire I ſwoon'd away, 

For many a dreary day ! 

While ſcarce my feet theirtott'ring ſteps uphold, 
When o'er my head fix ſummer- ſuns were rol: d. 
So ſickly were my days of infancy, tho' few ! 


IV. 


What deadly dangers did my youth alarm ! 
What hairbreadth- ſcapes by fatal flood or field! 
How can I &er forget that menac'd harm, 


From the wild-roaring ſtream, whence ſcarce 
upheld 
By the ſtrong ſwimmer's providential arm, 
Breathleſs and ſpeechleſs to the ſhore I drew, 
With weary fainting languor deadly-pale !— 
22 Or 
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Or how forget how deadly-pale I pin'd,. 


When almoſt annual fevers ſcorch'd my veins, 


A:d my ſmall ſcanty vigour drain'd anew !— 


Yet by a kind officious Parent's pains, 
That all ungrudgingly perpetual ply'd, 


A friend. and ſweet phyſician, by my fide !— 


By golden Frovidence I'm hither brought! — 
But oh, how hard and piteous is my lot, 
* When fallen on evil tongues, and evil days, 
And born to ſtruggle thro' a world of woe! 
My feeble ſoul I'm all unfit to raiſe, 
Like active worldlings buſtling to and fro, 
Scraping and ſcrambling for their pelf and gold, 
While all this dunghill earth they toſs and turn, 
By day, by night, ten thouſand various ways, 
And hcalch, and peace, and virtue, all are fold, 
To purchaſe that alone my thovghts deſpiſe, 
Aud yet for want of which my thouſand woes 

ariſe. 

V. 

Thus then with body frail and ſickly made, 
And weary languid ſpirits dead and dull! 


| Unable 
Milton. 
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Unable all to ply ſome rougher trade, 

That nervous powers might need robuſt and full! 

I to ſoft Learning turn'd my early time, 

And waſted all my golden prime, 

With all my weary length of riper days, 

Loitering in Learning's all-inglorious ſhade, 

While to a man my bold compatriots climb, 

To Mammon's golden dome, or Honour's fane 
ſublime! 


VI. 


Without that curſed gold, what's life to me? 
And yet that curſed gold, Fll ne'er attain ! 
And yet that gold my ſoul could ne'er abide! 
And yet without it Learning's all but vain, 
And Worth, the nobleſt Worth, is toſt aſide, 
More light than chaff before the ſtormy blaſt, 
More vile than ſea-weed all at random caſt, 
By the proud billow on the barren ſhore. 
Then, then, adieu for now and evermore, 
What my vain-withing ſoul ſhall never find !— 
The paths of Wealth for ever left behind, 
O'er Poverty's hard road I ſpur my lagging mind: 
| e Oh! 


+ * 
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VII. | 

Oh! this vile earthly carcaſe all ſo dull! 
This feeble ſpirit languiſhingly ſlow ! 
How ſhall I drag you thro' my vales of woe! 
How up misfortune's rugged mountains pull? 
Unfit you are for every rougher toil, 
Should even this peeviſh World but chance te 

ſmile ! 
How ſhall you then her angry frowns ſuſtain ? 
Already waſted with a ſtrife ſo vain, 
How oil your vigour to the courſe again? 
Amidſt a world of pride, 
Where wealth looks down on all the world beſide; 
Amidſt a world of cares, 
That never yield their due reward, 
Aud boldeſt ſpirits find the combat hard! 
Amidſt a world of thriving follies vain, 
Where Virtuc withers ere her ſtrength ſhe gain! 


Whence Learning and her better friends are fled, 
And in their room Malevolence hath ſpreadd 
And oh, that foe to Genius and to Song, 

That monſter, Slander, plies her venom-drop- 


ping tongue ? 


CANTO 
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G ANT O X 


@omplains of the contempt of mankind : Of poverty, 
and other diftreſſes in the author's ſituation.— 
Addreſſed to a Friend. | 


I, 


AW o, Thou deareſt laſt remaining friend! 

Among ſo many falſe, ſtill faithful Thou 

Would have me ſtill, warble my tale of woe, 

Even to my dying end, 

Tho' my drear fate ſtill black and blacker lors 

— o the lone pigeon makes her endleſs moan, 

All darkling and alone, 

Midſt ruin'd walls, and ivy-mantled towers ! 

So the ſad ſwan juſt ere the die, 

Is heard to wail and crv! 

Or, while ſhe views (ſome ſay) her mournful 

feet, | | . 

Pours in wild ſtrains her woeful duties ſweet ! 

Til! 
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Till wide the lakes her groans reſound 

* O'er Aſius or Cayſter's ſedgy bound! 

Juſt ſo I mourn my pleaſures long a- gone 

So make my dying moan! 

So weep my preſent woes ſtill preſſing fore! » 
Till Death, the mourner's friend, ſhall bid ts 


weep no more! 


II. 


Purſue, thou ſay'ſt, the ſoft-complaining tale, 

S weer as the weſtern gale, 

That breathes its ſighings o'er the flowery vale. 
Rather, my friend, like to that awful breeze, 
That ſhakes the murmuring trees, 

Pale heard by traveller aghaſt, 

As o'er the wilderneſs he treads in haſte ! 


y | f Preſaging ſad th' approaching ſtorm, 
n From yonder ſavage hill, 
When what was late a trickling rill, 
Down Grampian wilds a maddening torrent pours! 
And proud-ſ{woln rivers ſcorn their wonted ſhores! 
And now with winds and waves old Ocean roars, 
Indignant 


Virgil. 
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Indignant toſſing all his waves on high! 
And Stygian darkneſs veils the ſky, 
Save the red lightening croſs the vaſty gloom, 


And wild and fierce ſtrike blind the dazzled eye! 


Jutt ſo prophetic of my hapleſs doom, 

And boding woes to come, | 

My melancholy lay ſtill awful ſounds, 

Still loves to weep and wail o'er Fart flowery 
bounds ! 


III. 


Ves, my hard Poverty hath turn'd away, 

A ſelfiſh world for ever from my woe! 

Tis infamy, diſgrace, —to fink fo low; 

'Tis worſe than beggary, and ſcorn, and ſhame, 

Thus ever and anon from day to day, 

Without or end or aim, 

To creep for ay, like lazy-lubbard ſnail, 

In Poverty's dark vale, 

While all agog for golden wealth and fame, 

Trappings and gewgaws, pageantry and thow, 

The wer Rich with lofry-lookting eve, 

Leave the bl: Poor to chance or worſer woe! 
R | Still 
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Still lower lower let him fall, they ſay, 

Still deeper fink into the miry clay, 

And in Oblivion's gulph, for ever, ever, lie! 

IV, 

The language, this, of cruel heart and fell! 

But oh, thou wicked World I ne'er can tell, 

Had I an iron-voice and brazen lungs, 

T':y countleſs deeds of inhumanity ! 

Thy envy, turning pale at others joy ! 

Thy fiery hate, thy icy-cold diſdain ! 

Thy Slander, hiſhng from a thouſand tongues! 

Thy dark Deceit, that hides her ſerpent- train 

In flowers, {ly dæmon of a thouſand wrongs ! 

Thy love of brethren cold! thy harden'd heart, 

Turning the needy from thy bolted door ! 

Alas, alas no more, | 

T ak the boon of charity from thee ! 

That petty boon I long have a{k'd in vain, 

And many a ſcoff, and many a buffet borne ! 

But now, a lonely wanderer o'er the plain, 

J fly, and hide me from thy boundleſs ſcorn, 

Oh leave me now at laſt my hapleſs fate to 

mourn! | 

V. —“ What's 
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V. 


—“ What's Poeſy, ſays one leſs wiſe than free, 

— But fuſtian, bombaſt, nonſenſe all at beſt? 

How dull its poſſeſſor! how grave his gait! 

No genius ſure! no Phebus? ſon is he! 

Lo, all unfit to chear the genial feaſt ! 

He neither laughs, nor fings ; but he can eat 

The world he knows not! ſcarce can talk the 
news, | 

Or the leaſt lively chat diffuſe ! 

Therefore a Zany he muſt ſtand, 

By all the laws of Silence“ de land! 

No wiſdom ſure can fill that lumpiſh ſkull, 

That looks ſo ſpriteleſs and ſo dull! 

Go wealth acquire, and leave your muſty#lines! 

A ſtarving bard's a fool; far wiſer he that dines!” 


VI. 
Thus ſpoke a fopling, once, whom well I knew, 


Proud, pert, and vain, and ignorant as vain! 
Who branded ay the learn'd wich —_ — 


Dolts, pedants, fools ! 
R 2 A 
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A mere milk-ſop he was! yet well could tell, 


Of corn or hay how prices roſe or fell ! 
How two and two make four; 


And four times five complete a ſcore! 

Could bills, and even convevances indite ! 

Poring his eyes out day and night, 

O'er ſeiſins, bonds, and parchments, many a 
{ſhred ! 

No grain of learning in his vacant head, | 

Let perk'd himſelf, good ſoul, that he could 

read! 

No doubt ſome ſage he deem'd himſelf to be, 

And much more wiſe as rich than humble poet 

n r 

Such ſcorns the humble bard muſt ever find, 

But harder ſtill has been my fate forlorn ! 

Since to no fortune born, 

No followers, friends, admirers, ere were mine! 

Bu: till thro! impiſh foes 1 fought my way! 

Theſe impith foes have plac'd in open day, 

With ſcoffs, and RE and ſcandals, beyond 
bound, 


My 


— 
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My peccadillos, faults, and failings all, 
And yet who faultleſs treads this earthly ground? 
— Theſe faults of tender heart I'll ne'er diſown! 
Theſe ſofter paſſions weak I'll ne'er deny! 
But oh, ye black malignant crew, 
That thus diſturb the tenor of our mind, 
And like to filthy fiends vex half mankind, 
I thank your kind humanity ! 
I even forgive you in ſimplicity ! 
With God my pardon reſts, and not with ruth- 


leſs You! 


CANTO 


—— * 


134 Tur WEEPING BARD, 
CANTO XI. 


Wherein he complains of the fatal fifineſſes in bis 
temper, and his romantic diſpoſition to Love.— 
He deſpairs of ever poſſeſſing the object of his love. 


I. 


Yes, welcome ever to my tendereſt ſoul, 
Te paſſions ſeſt and ſociably mild! | 

My heart is even like weaned child, 
Simple, and innocent, and warm, and free, 
O' erflowing with humanity, 

Oh ye ſoft yearnings of the generous mind, 
That melts in tears for others woe, 

Or ſmiles heart-warm'd at others joy ! 

Your golden raptures let me ne'er forego, 
Nor at your ſweet- ſour ſorrows e'er repine! 


Tho' many a ſleepleſs night I bide, 


For thinking of the woes of human kind : 
I ſhift my pillow, turn on every ſide, | 
| And 
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And well with briny tears bedew my face, 


Ah! woes me the while for woes of mortal race! 

II. * 
No dying linnet to the ground can fall, — 
Without my ſhare of woe! 13 4 
No guilty felon to the ſcaffold go, Vi I 
But coſts my ſoul full many an inward groan! = 
Anxious for pain, my thoughts o'er miſery run, Le 
And mourn their fate more than themſelves | 

can mourn ! | 

—Oh my ſoft ſimple tender-doating ſoul, | 
Thus full of love for every moving thing, — 
Each beaſt and bird of every wing ! "% 
Their pains I make mine own! — 


For me let them enjoy, 

Their little world of bliſs without annoy ! 
For me no living creature e'er ſhall bleed, 
Nor feel or harm, or woe, or dread ! 

Far leſs ſhall I deſtroy, 

What feels as keenly as myſelf can feel, 

Each mortal blow from thoughtleſs Cruelty. 
O ye wild bloody Race, = 


Who live by fiſhing, fowling, or the chace, 
Indulge % © 
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Indulge your ſavage joy ! 
In ſanguinary ſports delight! ſo cannot 11 


In. 
— chiefly Love hath hurt my ſimple ſoul, 
Thro' a whole life of tender pain and joy ! 
What female fair one hath not catch'd my eye, 


Or rul'd my fooliſh heart with rude control ? 


Like tender ſtubble, x dor ſoft flax, I burn, 
With every tender ar We, in her 95 


Lex lince that fatal day, 
When Delia left the plain for ay, 7 


And all her love and all her vows forſwore ! ! 


Henceforth, a-conſtant Lover now no more, 


I love at random as my chance ordains, 
Or Venus planet reigns z : 
—No hard misfortune can this gueſt remove, 


Or break my ſtill returning paſſion, love! 


Place but the charmer i in my ſight, 

With ſoft deportment in her mien; ; 

Of lovely ſhape and geſture ſeen ; 

Whether with ſtately ſtep ſhe treads the green, 
Or darts around a ſweetly- rolling eye! 


In her ten thouſand graces I defcry! | 
Whether 
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Whether She fits or ſtands; 

Or works with graceful hands! 

Whether She's black, or fair, or lovely-brown, 
I burn, I figh for her alone! 
Whether She's ſilent or diſcourſes free, 

She's all a world of love to me. 


This rakiſh love in vain I ſtrive to quell ; 
Tame it I muſt full ſure; but never can expel! 

| IV. | 
In vain, my friends ſuch paſſion weak deride: 
My better Reaſon ſtrives in vain to brave! 
Let Cz'1a caſt but one ſoft glance aſide, 
I figh in ſecret, and become her ſlave! 
That glance was arm'd for me, 
My idly-buſy fancy ſays 
Ah then, tranſported on her charms I gaze! 
Ah then, more ſoft, more tender glances free, 
Set my whole amorous boſom in a blaze! 
I muſe, I mope, I mourn ten thouſand various 

ways! | : 
V. 

Thus hath my time been idly worn, 


Twixt this and t' other paſſion torn ; 
8 Thus 
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Thus hath my fortune gradual ſank forlorn, 
From worle to worſe by unperceiv'd decay ! 
Thus many a precious boon I've thrown away; 
Yet deem'd myſelf the happieſt man alive, 
My means to waſte, if but my loves did thrive! 
Or how with this wild dzmon ſhall I ſtrive !— 
—Thrice happy, happy they, 
Who cloſe united in love's lawful tye, 
Even from their earlieſt time, 
In diſſipation wild unknown to range, 
Enjoy, incapable of change, 
A purer, ſoberer, and a tenderer joy, 
Than luckleſs wanderers we, 
Thro' all the weary wilds of vaſt variety! 
VI. 
Hence then originates our wildeſt woe! 
Hence all that num'rous train of ills, 
Our length of lite-time fills ! 
Without a mate to call our wanderings home, 


Abroad in queſt of joy we roam, 


And ſtill- returning find the ſearch in vain ! 


Our barren loves can ne'er that fruit obtain, 
As bind us in the ſoft connubial chain, 


With 
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With one lov'd female fair of matchleſs mind! 


Oh where thall 1 ſuch true Love find! 

Ch who ſhali point me out ſuch female r re, 
In w.:ofe (ſweet ſoul t':at lo eth paſſing well, 
A+ in a golden temple paſſing-fair, 

The lovely f-mal- virtues ever dwell ! 


Her conflant lover I, 


For her !'d wiſh to live! for her | even could 


die! 
VII. 


Many I ſee with beauty bright, 
Smooth-tongu'd, fair-ſpoken, ſeeming-kind, 
But worthleſs, looſe and wanton-light, 
Empty and changeful as the wind. 


Such vain coquets love's vows can never bind, 


But dark their ways as Erebus or night, 
Their perjur'd hearts are falſe as light, 
The ſhame of womankind ! 

M yl ml, into their councils never go, 
Nor treaſare to thyſelf a world of woe, 
With women looſe and vain !— 


Others ('tis true, are of a higher ſtrain, 
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As angels fair, and virtuous- good withal! 


But ah, my ſimple ſoul, 
At diſtance thou may'ſt gaze, admire or burn, 
Poor fooliſh Lover Thou ! . 
Such female fair ſhall ne'er thy love return 
And well I ween thou ſpendſt a fruitleſs ſigh! 
For aught ſuch female Fair that comes within 

| thine eye! 

VIII. 

Yet let me here ſuppoſe what ne'er ſhall be, 
That ſuch a virtuous female fair, 
Shall ſhare my joy and care ! 
Come let us ſee what wonders ſhe'll perform. 
Then firſt ſhe heals a fortune wounded fore ! 
Nor call ye this an airy dream ! 
Then next ſhe heals a boſom wounded more, 


And finds a poet-lover all on flame! 
Ch then, with ſuch a Dear one by my fide, 


Fell fortune's angrieſt frowns I could deride ! 
Even on a mountain's head, 

Mike heaven my canopy, and rocks my bed! 
With her in darkneſs light I'd fee, 

Be glad in deſarts, and in priſon free! 


Her 
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Her looks of love would ſoften rage or pain, 

Make dangers pleaſe, or ſtill the ſtormy main; 

In poverty, in ſickneſs, or in death, 

Support my ſoul, recal my fainting breath; 

And oh! in ſuch a ſtorm of preſent woes, 

What lovely port ſhe'd be of refuge and repoſe! 
IX. 

But me no merit to ſuch bliſs can raiſe, 

Wretched, and poor! whoſe only flock is love 

Can linnet, lark, or lambkin, feed on air? 

No more can woman on my ſlender fare! 

Can ſhe, with me, on ſtraw-rais'd pillows ſleep, 

And learn by turns to fait, and wake, and weep? 

Can ſhe, like me, in ragged garments go, 

Or walk in clouted ſhoon like me ? 

Alas, alas, that woman ſcarce you'll ſee, 

But loves to ſhine in coſtly dreſs and ſhow ! 

But haply worſe for me than all, 

That ever could befal ! 

No beauteous feature fair, no fine-turn'd limb, 

(And this to me my glaſs hath often told!) 

Can raiſe me to the daring hope ſublime, 

That e'er a tender Fair can me behold 


Wich 
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With amorous eye! yet amorous eyes are mine, 
With beauteous luſtre bright, 

Shedding a ſweet and tender-beaming light! 
And this 1s all the body-charms I boaſt, 

My ſoul humane and mild, of ſofteſt mold, 
By no rude paſhon toſt, 

Save tender, ardent, wild-romantic love !— 
But how can this a female's boſom move! 
Then oh farewel, for now and evermore, 
Such fancied ſcenes of female ſoft deiigitt ! 
Such rapt'rous joys I once could dream of yore, 


But now begone ſuch dreams for ever from my 
ſight! 
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CANTO XII 


Apologiges for the author's propenſity to love, and 


endeavours to aſſign its cauſes. 


I. 


How «an my ſoul but amorous be, 

All made of ſoft humanity, 

And tendereſt pity all akin to love! 

Me even a beggar's woes can move! 

Even with that beggar I can ſhare, 

My laſt ſad ſous, and bleſs it with a tear 

And O ye poor-diſtreſt, 

Thar both with poverty and ſickneſs pine, 
How can I chuſe but make your ſorrows mine! 
And deem myſelf full-bleſt, 

If but with one ſmall boon I charm your ſouls 


to reſt ! 
II. 
How can my ſoul but amorous ſigh, 
Or who ſo ſoft as 1! 


When 


144 Tux WEEPING BARD. 
When for a tale of love the ſtreets I roam, 
Even by the midnight-gloom, 
To hear the ballad- ſinger's laſt ſad ſong; 
Of Marion, Suſan, or of Molly dear ! 

And ſtill I liſten with exſtatic ear, 
And ſtill my raptures lengthen with his tale, 
While midnight airs and every ſofter gale, 
Along Edina's wal ks the amorous notes prolong ! 


III. 


How can I chuſe but amorous be, 

All made for love and rural minſtrelſy ! 
When to the viol's ſpirit-ſlirring ſound, 

I beat in days of yore the echoing ground, 
At country-fealt, or village- wedding gay, 
Wich many a country-maiden fair, 

In love-knots dreſt, and whateſt apron rare; 
With kerchief neat, and ſmiling gown | 
Of blue, or lively- green, or homeſpun grey! 
Meanwhile, ſome charmer ſtole my heart away, 
In all the bloom of virgin-bluſhing charins, 
Her dimply check, her eyes of hazle- brown, 


| More 
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More lovely in my fight than Belles of town ! 
Oh when {ſhall fate, I cry'd, make lovely Phil 


my own |! 
Even yet, methiks, ſuch magic ſtrains I hear! 


Oh might ſuch ſtrains again my fancy feed! 
Oh might again ſuch tender cat-· gu: ſtring, 
Or flute of ivory- frame, or oaten reed, 
Their love: ſick raptures fling ! 
For tho' full paſtoral-ru:i- they were, 
Vet took they all ſo well my a1i'rous ear, 
That not the breath of Evening's fragrant wing, 
Nor noontide-cup from Nazad”s ipriug, 
To thirſty traveller aghalt, 
Could ſo revive his ſickening breaſt, 
As | from breezy morn to dewy eve, 
Erraptur'd drank the high-tran{porting ſound, 
Soothing my heart-felt wound ! 
At times would tre the yet unpractis'd ſtrain, 
To ſing the faireſt inaid that treads Arcadian 

plain ! 
| V. 
—Juſt ſo, of old, my thoughts on Phillis turn'd, 
Juſt fo of old with mulic burn'd; 

T Juſt 


LY 
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Juſt ſo I pour'd th' exſtatic ſtrain, 
Jo court my lovely bride! 
At tender even-tide !— 
And how lhe *ſcap'd my lot, I ne'er could tell; 
But this remember well, 
That many a lover figh'd as well as I, 
And ſhot a glance of envy on my bliſs ! 
Then for one balmy kiſs, 
An hundred miles I'd go, or one ſweet ſmile, 
To crown my yearly toil ; 
So 'witching were her ways, 
So heavenly-ſweet her unaffected gaze !— 
It ſeem'd as Venus ſelf had breath'd her form, 
Painting her glowing cheek ſo warm, 
Turning her flowing locks of golden twine, 
And ſcenting like her own her melting breath 

divine! 1 

VI. | 

Thus then, my friends, believe my ſimple ſoul, 
What reſtleſs anguiſh this one paſſion brings, 
To which, a fancy wild hath lent her wings, 
And habit long hath form'd and ſtrengthen'd fo! 


Without an object dear to quench its flame, 
And 
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And in a breaſt which nature made to glow, 

Wich tendereſt paſſions, all in wild extreme! 

My ſoul thus left a dreary void, 

Reſtleſs, unſatisfied, 

And all unpartner'd, turns on every fide ; 

Rolling a wiſhful eye, 

And heaving many a ſigh; 

Wandering from plain to plain, from grove to 
grove, 

Yet ſtill bemoans her unaccompliſh'd love! 

—ſuſt fo a deer, in autumn's lovelieſt time, 

When Sol in Scorpio gins to ride, 

Reſtleſs and anxious for his tender bride, 

O'er plains and mountains all- diſtracted flies, 

Waſting his heart in burning ſighs, 

Nor ſleep can take to his o'erwatched eyes, 

Nor pleaſing reſt to his o'erwearied fide, 

Till he hath found his ſoul's delight, 

In Tannar's woody glens, or Morven's airy height. 


VIL. 


Then oh, upbraid me not tho' oft I try, 


'To drown in ſweet oblivion all my care! 
1 Tho” 
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Tho” oft I quaft the ſmiling bumper high, 

To ſooth with chearful glaſs my ſorrows dear! 
For dear I ſtill muſt call ſuch amorous pain! 
An honied poiſon ! care embitter'd joy! 

A pleaſing thraldom ! ſ ft. tho” galling chain! 
A {pl-ndid miſery ! ſweet, tho' dangerous toy 
Oh, yes—a dear, ſoft, curs'd, and indolent em- 


ploy ! 


CANTO 
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CANTO XIII 


Endeavour to vindicate ſome other objeclious to the 
author's character. 


I. 
AND here again, 
Let my ſad Muſe complain, 
Since both my friends and foes ſtill urge it ſo, 
Of my poor weakly ſpirits all ſo low, 
That thro' their daily functions cannot go, 
Without the aid of ſome diluted draught, 
With rouzing virtue fraught, 
To lift their vigour to its due employ ! 
But hence, oh let not tell-tale dear mankind, 
Caſt blame upon my blameleſs mind, 
As if I quaff'd th' exhilarating ſtream, 
From taſte or appetite of ſenſual joy! 
Oh no, begone ſuch Bacchanalian flame! 
No rich or luſcious draught deſerving blame, 
Was 
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Was ever ſeen to deck my modeſt board, 
No ſumptuous viands ſweet regale their humble 
lord ! | 


II. 


But once the tale elanc'd, it wildly flies; 

The flanderous mob repeat, and toſs it round! 
Ah me, how hard to ſtop the gathering lies, 
That ſwift as thought from mouth to mouth 


rebound ! 
From ſqueamiſh Lords, to gentle Ladies fine, 
f All ery, © he loves to drink ere e'er he dine!“ 
| —Poor harmleſs ſinner ! no expenſive draught, 
Has been thy heinous fault! 
And yet what ſource to thee of ſhame and pain! 
Alas, alas in vain, 
The unreſerv'd indulgence I deny ! 
In vain the modeſt glaſs I ever praiſe, 
Or plead th' excuſe of bards in antient days! 
In vain thin, meagre, pale, aduſt and dry ; 
For many a day, faint, faſting, and alone, 
I ſtarve, ſubdue, and keep my body down ! 
Still, ſtill they blame my ſenſuality ! 

cc Nox 
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« Nor handle thou, nor touch, nor taſte,” they 
cry! 
Then oh, my friends, that inſtant I muſt die! 
My life, my cordial, phyſic, all are gone! 
No more theſe feeble limbs I move, 
No more I ſtir my ſoul to love! 
Nor raptur'd eye the golden day ! 
My ſtringleſs harp lies mute! my loves are fled 
. away! 
III. 
Even now, recumbent on Earth's verdant bed, 
Panting, with morning-toil, I lie; 
- While others ſweat till night in Phæbus eye, 
Without or ſickening heart or aking head ;— 
But I, to earn my ſcanty bread, 
Full oft grow pale, and ſeek yon ſhady bower, 
Ere yet the Sun hath gain'd his mid-day tower. 
Then down my languid limbs I throw, 
With care and laſſitude and toil o'ercome ! 
And call the Nymphs of Eſ/ka's flowery dale, 
With ſhining treſſes fair, and roſy bloom, 
Some cordial-cup to bring, 
Quench'd in the cryſtal ſpring, 
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My fainting ſpirits to reſtore, 

Re-brace my looſen d nerves, and yield me all 5 
my power! 7 

9 

Oh ſtream renown'd of antient Uſquebea ! : 

Now let me ſing of Thee, 1 

In lofty ſtrains of exſtacy ! 

True Galic beverage ! drink of chieftain bold, 

When to the thundering field in days of old, 1 


Fair Scotia march'd with wildeſt minſtrelſy, 
Of warlike-breathing bag-pipe ſounding high! 


— 
FA 


Whoſe ſtrains the fate of battle ſeem'd to tell, ] ; 

As their wild horrors roſe or fell! * 

While thy pure ſtream, with Muſic's notes * 

| combin'd, y 

Inflam'd the warrior-mind, 1 

To boldeſt proweſs of heroic deeds ! lt 

| Thee, too, the Bard invok'd, and thy clear ſtream 2 
. Quaff'd ay, his Helicon of nobleſt fame; L 
th His wit, his ſweet inſpirer, and his Muſe, I 
1 And other ſweet inſpirer needed none! 8 
Or at the funeral dirge to make their moan, 7 


When female mourners met with wild ochone! 
And 


—— ew 
4 
2 
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And ſound of coronach! thy ſtream inſpir'd 
Full loud and long the univerſal groaa ! 
So by thy ſpirit fir'd, | 
Thy mildeſt ſpirit in pure water quench'd, 
I oft reſume the many-chorded lyre, 
Now at my fortune's cloſe, 
To weep with ſhowery eyes my many thouſand 
woes ! 

V. 
Then, why my ſoul! not boldly ſay 
(Since thou muſt live or this or © other way!) 
Fll hold my life from day to day, 
With God's dear bleſſings to ſupport my heart! 
My drooping heart, all weary woe-begone ! 
My wayward life, companionleſs, alone !|— 
Why ſhould I fainting go, 
Throughout my world of woe, 
If God ſome cordial bleſſings kindly ſends ?— 
* Oh Thou Supreme of Joys, as beſt of Friends! 
Let me addreſs to Thee my daily praver, 
Midſt all my toils, my ſorrows, and my care! 
Some life-ſuſtaining cordials to impart, 
To eaſe my anguiſh'd heart; - 

U And 
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And tho” my friends ſhould ail, or lovers fly, 
In Thee, oh let me boaſt, and center all my joy!“ 


VI. 

Little, oh little, of Earth's meaneſt things, 

This worthleſs carcaſe can ſuſtain, 

Thro' the ſhort ſpace of my remaining days! 

Full few and evil have the by-paſt been! 
Vet ſhall I not have liv'd in vain, 
Since I have liv'd to tell that life is vain! 

That bliſs, true bliſs, is found in God alone! 

The Lord of Life! and King of Kings! 

The Sun, round whom all leſſer Being moves! 

The Source from whom all living Goodneſs 

ſprings! 

The Gem of Beauty! Faireſt of the Fair! 

*Fore whom all other Beauties vile appear, 

Diſcount'nanc'd and abaſh'd! | 

Like darkneſs at the ſmile of orient day, 

Or gloomy night before the Sun's all-glorious 


A ray ! 
| VII. 


Il Whate'er is good or fair, 
In earth or heaven, or far above the ſkies, 
In 


1*˙ 
= 
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In matter or in mind, 

Midſt angels fair, or earthly-fair mankind, 
From him bright emanations are! 

In him my ſurety les, 

Amidſt ten thouſand perils preſſing round, 
Amidit my thouſand hard neceſſities, 

Amidſt my thouſand wants, he doth abound ! 
My refuge and ſalvation till he ſtands ! 

My great Deliverer from death's awful bands, 
From guilt and fin ! by him I climb ſublime, 


Above the wreck of worlds and flight of time 


Above all miſery, and tears and woe, 
Even to my God's right hand, whence endleſs 
pleaſures flow ! 5 


CANTO 
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CANTO XV 


Written in the midſt of a deep ſolitude in the country. 
The time, Winter. 


I. 


By fon from conſolation, to complain, 

Ms ſong returns again, 

Since God in ſhades of night, 

Oft hides his count'nance bright, 

While clouds and darkneſs deep ſurround his 
throne ! | 

Ah then, I wander all alone, 

Thro' wilds of woe, and make a hideous moan! 

What dreadful ſolitude my ſoul ſurrounds, 

O''er all theſe lonely bounds ! 

Where ſcarce a human face divine, 

Is ever ſeen to ſhine, | 

Or brighten with the ſmile of ſocial joy ! 

Oh how I mourn, I pine, I ſigh, 

For the ſweet ſmile of Him my ſoul adores ! 

Who 
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Who all at diſtance ſeems to ſtand, 

And leave me comfortleſs in foreign land; 

Where cold reſerve and ſullen ſilence reign, 

With not a friend to eaſe my pain; 2 

Save yonder good man of the plain! 

Where oft | go to bait at noon, 

Or hear the news from diſtant town; 

Wearied with loneſome halls and murmuring 
brooks, | 

And the dull tedious round of melancholy books. 


II. 


How vain is Learning to relieve the ſoul, 

That's preſt with moping melancholy ſore! 

How even th' immortal Bard's ſweet numbers 
roll, 

A vain and futile ſound ! 

How even that Be, of Books, the Sacred Lore, 

All other conſolation far beyond, 

Is often fruitleſs found, 

With all its choice and heavenly balm, 

To heal Misfortune's anguiſh'd wound, 

To ſmooth the ruffled mind into a calm, 


* 
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Or glad Deſpair's iad breaſt, with that long 
ſtranger, joy ! 
III. 

Rob'd of my friends, and to a deſart thrown, 
To converſe with myſelf alone 
Here ſcarce a living thing | lee, 
Save ſnow-clad ſheep in diſtant ken, 
Or the grey beldame of the glen, 
Picking dry thorns or wither'd tree, 
For crackling blaze to warm her limbs at eve 
Here ſcarce a living ſound | hear, 
Save Boreas growl thro' broken pane, 
Which oft alarms my midnight-vigils drear !— 
Or wild wind whiſtling thro' the airy hall; 
Or whir of kitten ſporting in the floor, 
With many a wheel around her wanton tail; 
Or deadman's clacking watch withal, 
Or nightly dogs that bark, or cats that ſquaw]; 
Or whirlwind's blaſt from chimney-head, 
Blowing the embers thro the frighted room! 
Meanwhile I tremble in my quaking bed, 
Liſtening the tempeſt's deepening roar, 
Or the harſh creak of frequent-jingling door!— 

| ———guch 


— Such noiſes rude, at dreary midnight- time, 

What muſing ſage or poet, would not ſcare! 

Scarcely m wearied eye-lids fold I dare, 

Leſt cracking rafters on me fall! | 

Or if to ſleep, my eye-lids I reſign, 

I dream of goblins, ghoſts, and ſpectres pale, 

And wake, with heavy eyes, to hail Aurota's 
ſhine. 


IV. 
Ye gentle tenants of this antient dome, 
Where like a foreign bird ['m flown, 
Of queſtion'd ſhape, and beak, and plume, 
Gaz'd on by all ;—ye know not me; 
Elſe well our juſthng humours woald agree, 
Like tender lambkins of your dell; 
Where fate ordains that never I ſhall dwell! 
Soon ſhall I bid your ſmoking towers farewel ; 
Yet let me praiſe your hoſpitable dome, 
Short while it laſts, yet ſtil} my kindly home! 
Till forth once more I roam, 
Neath the wild elements of wrathful heaven, 


A wretched wanderer driven ; 
And 
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And where my lot {hall fall, exceeds my thought, 
Tho', now my fate hath taught 
To bode a change, I think on Eden't walls! 
Where late I joy'd to ſee the daily fight 
Of new-built ſtructures touch the azure ſkies, 
Street join to ſtreet, and pile on pile ariſe! 
Where books, or learned friend, 
And News and News- mongers without end, 
Gave the dear diſſipated ſoul, 
In endleſs eaſy- changing joys to roll! 
Such was my life for nine long years of j joy, 
Mix d with remorſe, and not few drops of pain;— 
Yet dear, dear-lov'd Variety, 
Soften'd each pain, and heighten'd each deli * 
Weak mortal fool that art, thus charm'd with 
1 pleaſures light !” 
V. | : 
Yet then, the love of noiſe and buſtle dear 
"M The ſight of curious objects ſtrange and new; 
» Drove from my ſoul each lingering gloom of 
care, 
And ſtruck with childiſh joy my dazzled view! 
Of horſes, dogs, end men, the ſquabbling crew, 
h That 
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That like a roaring flood roll'd ſwif along, 
And, with a noiſe like thunder, fill'd the ſky, 
With all that mingling human tumult high !— 
The rowl of chariots loud, an endleſs throng ; 
But molt dear human faces old and young, 
Pleas'd my wild-gazing eye, 
While nymphs on nymphs appear, and man 
drives man along 


VI. 
And chief the glories of fair Scotland's land, 


With heavenly air and melting looks of love, 
Edina's Nymphs, a fair and ſtately band, 

Eaſy and light, in graceful motions ſtrove 

To charm my fight :—Aand as of old did move, 
On /da's top each rival Goddeſs bright, 


Fore wanton Paris all-enamour'd eyes, 


T adjudge fair Beauty's high immortal prize; 


Sometimes high Juno with imperial air, 
Paſs'd in review, of large, tho' beauteous limb, 


Andqueen-like prouddeportment, allſublime;— 
Anon grave Pallas, ſweet, tho* modeſt fair, 
Would win his lovewith wiſediſcretion's charms; 


Anon fair Venus all his boſom warms, 
X More 


n 
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More wanton moves, with ſoft and ſprightly 
grace, 

And warm and wanton limbs more looſely 
clad :— 

So I on each dear fair one, in her turn, 

With awe would ſometimes gaze, and now 
with love would burn! 

VII. 

How chang'd the ſcene ! No gentle fair one here, 

Inſpires or love, or humanizing joy ! 

Scarce one or two are found, and theſe ſo coy, 

They walk at diſtance, with forbidding air! 

More {hy than ſkylarks, fawns, or mountain- 
deer. 

Le gentle fair ones, fly not all ſo faſt! 

No tender love indeed can make you ſigh, 


Yet ſoon your days of youth are overpaſt, 
1} And where is he ſhall ever give you joy? 
With you I well may ſay, no charm has power, 
To ſteal from me one lingering ſigh, 
* Scarce can | tell the colour of your eye, 
. Nor ever ſpent with you one ſocial hour! , 
For 
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For you, I well may die in lonely land, 

With nought but wildeſt ſolitude around! 

Not one ſweet ſmile or word from all your band, 
E'er chear'd the deadneſs of my gloom profou ud! 
Where ſcarce a ſolitary ſound is heard, 

Save croaking ravens dire, or night's wild-hoot- 


ing bird. 
VIII. 


* Thus plaintive Ovid, by the murmuring roar 
Of the high-thundering Euxine, ſadly mourn'd, 
While all his ſoul in ſecret anguiſh burn'd, 
For many a live-long day and lingering year 
Rob'd of his friends and lovely-native land, 
Driv'n from his home, and wife, and children 
dear, 

And ſent by Cæſar's high command, 
A lonely exile, nidſt a barbarous band, 
Whoſe language ſcarce he knows! 
Friendleſs, and bookleſs too, perhaps, he goes, 
From Rome's fair ſtreets and palaces to weep, 
Faſt by a Scythian deep, 

X 2 And 


9 Fee Ovid's Elegies and Triſtia. 
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And tread thro' foreign wilds and waſtes of 


| ſnows ! 
From Rome's fair Nymphs, midſt female boors 


to dwell, 
Loveleſs, like me, for many a weary day ! 
For one falſe ſtep, ſay could ſuch rancour fell, 
Baniſh a bard ſo ſweet to ſuch a lonely dell} 
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CANTO XV. 


The fame ſubje@ continued. —Mritten in autumn 1788. 


Fis worſ than death in ſolitude to mourn, 

While all our ſoul's dire thoughts upon her prey, 

Without one joy-inſpiring ray, | 

To bid gay gladneſs take her wonted turn, 

While hope is baniſh'd from our ſight, 

Deſpair and darkneſs all our ways ſurround, 

* Deſpair hyw deep ! and darkneſs how profound ! 

Oh when ſhall I reviſit the ſweet light, 

And from this dark confinement break, 

And mix and mingle with my dear mankind ! 

Oh when {hall I theſe mountains bleak forſake! 

Oh when ſhall I my bleſt Edina find, 

With all the dear delights of ſocial human kind! 
| II, 

Now Nature fades, and leaves me lonelier ſtill ! 

Cold blows the blaſt from yonder hill! 

| Down 


* Young. 
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Down the grey mountains awful to: rents roar! 


The warbling ſongſters chear the groves no more, 
And, but the ſweet · bill'd red- breaſt, all are till! 
He, plaintive Minſtrel, mourns the dying year, 
As ſad and ſolitary pale She lies, 

With ravag'd verdure bare, 

While faſt in many a flake her foliage flies! 
And now thro' leafy walks I ſtray, | 
Or tune to murmuring winds my lay ! 

Or tell to weeping ſtreams my woeful tale, 
While ſavage brambles twine around my head, 
And hang with ſweepy ſway, their cluſters pale 
Of ſweet-ſour fruit, all to my mouth for bread ! 


—Sad emblem of my hard and bitter fate, 


Which now 1 mourn full fore, and weep tho' 

all too late! 

III. 

And yet with Nature's views I ſtill delight 
My chearleſs eyes, with objects wild and ſtrange! 
Vaſt precipices rude! the lab'ring flight 
Of cat'racts, roaring with inceſſant change, 
And furious agitation foaming high ! 
Such as of thine, O Deven, ſtruck my eye, 
; Till 
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Till late a ſtranger to thy lovely ſhore, 
With all that rich delightful ſcene, - 
Of golden harveſt, woods and meadows green, 
From pleaſant Dollar's corny champaign low, 
To lofty Alva's wild romantic brow, 
Or 7ilycultry's lowlier wood-crown'd hill! 
Here let me g+ze, and walk, and muſe my fill! 
Here loſe a while my woes, tho' weeping 


mourner ſtill! 


IV. 
Or, where Dunfermline's ſtately brow aſcends, 
Place me, ſweer Abbey, faireſt of the fair, 
Incas'd in ſoft and heavenly-pureſt air, 
Whence round a warm and fertile ſoil deſcends! 
Here five good Scottiſh kings intombed lie, 
Waiting in filent duſt their awfal doom ! 
Here too, * bleſt Elgin, thy ſoft relics reſt, 
Waiting the laſt trump's powerful blaſt, 
To burſt the ſurface of the marble tomb, 
And join their partner in eternal day ! 
And here the poor-man's friend, the orphan's 
ſtay, | 
The 


o The late Lord Elgis. 
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The Great have honour'd with a glorious tomb! 


G {hall [ &er forget that awful day, 


When thouſands came, and v'er thy funeral 


_ weep, 
And bleſs the place where thy dear aſhes ſleep! 
Nor Great rior nobly ſprung wert Thou, 


And yet the Great might wiſh the Jauiels on 


thy brow ! 
v. 

Next on Clacknamnian's height I ſtand alone, 
Where frowns an antient tower all hoary-grey, 
Half-tenanted, and half with moſs o'ergrown, 
While bowers of ivy half exclude the day !— 
—And lo, from hence, I taſte the laſt ſweet gales 
Of Summer parting from the vales ! 
As ſad and ſilent to the South She flies, 
To warmer ſuns and kinder ſkies; 
Till Spring bring back her ſteps again, 
Waking the year's eternal toil, 
To make freſh gardens blow, new harveſts ſmile, 
To harmonize the grove, and paint the flowery 

plain ! | | 


VI. Meanwhile 
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VI. 
Meanwhile a fading paradiſe extends, 
In wide-diſpreading how, ; 
From winding Alloa low, 
To where Kincairn o'er Fortha bends, 
To Carron, Airth, or Dunmore's gardens gay, 
And Carſe and Callendar all on the way, 
To where ſweet Lithgow boaſts ſtill ſweeter air, 
And church and royal palace all ſo fair, 
Ani fields fo blooming with returning May, 
As no dear ſpots ſurpaſs, and few can well 
compare ! 

vn. 
Anon from Stirling's Caſtle I behold, 
A fairer proſpect ſtill call forth my ſong ! 
See where the Forth majeſtic winds along, 
In ſerpent-train, ſlow-pacing to the deep, 
While far and near the richeſt landſkips ſweep, 
All round each fide her vaſt and beauteous Bay ! 
See Terth, thy ſtreams! that ſoft- meandring play 


From neighbouring mountains wild, to where 
again, 


> 4 Far 
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Far to the weſt Ben-Lommond mates the ſky, 
And ſtrikes for many a mile the gazer's eye, 
From fair Dumbarton to the weſtern main !— 
Or eaſt, ſee Arthur's Seat, Edina's boaſt ! 

To me above all hills that ſhine, 

Superior and alone, 

All like a fair cliff glittering in the ſun, 


To long-toſt mariner on deſart- coaſt! 


Oh ſoon take back again thy Bard in wanderings 
loſt ! 

| =_ 

Or nearer ſee wild Aithra's rocks aſcend, 

Clad in eternal green 

Of pine, or ivy, where ten thouſand leaves, 

Shaking and ſhivering as the cold wind waves, 

With variegated verdure green or gold, 

Or duſky-ſpotted grey, or iron- brown, 

Faſt, faſt in fleeces from the branches roll'd, 

Whiſper dire-dreary Winter haſtening on ! 


Meanwhile, behold the keen-ey'd falcon ſoar, 


And ail with long-extended ſteady wing, 
While round him clam'rous crows deriſion fling, 
And ſhift and turn in many an airy tour! 


And 
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And now he's on them, now they ſudden ſpring, 
And long elude his flow, tho' ſtately wheel! 
Yet ever and anon he makes them feel 

His cruel talons fierce, with rapid ſhock, 

As down he ſouſes on their native rock ;— 
Alas! avail no more their wings or wanton joke! 


IX, 


Thus then thro' Nature's wildeſt ſcenes I rove, 
And ſooth with many- changing views my ſoul; — 
Yet ſhort and tranſient all their pleaſures roll, 
Nor reach the heart, nor anguiſh deep remove!— 
Nor preſent woe can charm, nor charm the paſt! 
—Even now a Siſter dear hath breath'd her laſt, 
The ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, of the female kind! 

No Vice's groſſer ſtain did &er moleſt 

That pureſt heavenly mind ! 

All pure as ſnow on higheſt Alpine hill, 


Serene as morning, and as evening ſtill! 
— Hail deareſt Shade, | 
Who diedſt a ſpotleſs Maid! 
Sleep thou in peace! but woe to me behind! 
I 3 Little 
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Little perhaps thou know'ſt how all unkind, 
Thy neareſt blood hath prov'd to ſooth my an- 
guiſh'd mind! 


X. 


Thus to Death's gloomy vale my few friends go, 
And one by one drop off till all are gone, | 
And leave me lingering in a world of woe, 
Like a ſick lover making doleful moan! 
And fond of pain ſtill adding groan to groan | 
A fooliſh worldly-hankering grief it ſeems, 

As from a worthleſs world {till loth to go, 

Till laſt I periſh in a gulph of woe! 

* So Lot's unhappy Spouſe with many a ſigh, 
On burning Sodom caſt a wiſhful eye, 

And ſtill-returning made a piteous moan, 

Till in the fiery tempeſt caught alone, 

A ſtiften'd pillar'd corſe She ſpeechleſs ſtands, 
A frozen heap of ſalt o'er ſad Gomorrah's lands! 


* Geneſis xix. 26. 
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The Return to town :—Wherein the author tries to 
conſole himſelf, but in vain ; and concludes his 


mournful Song with various melancholy reflefttons. 


I. 


Or late by Devon's ſtreams I lov'd to mourn, 
While chearleſs ſolitude my ſoul o'ercame ! 
Oh for that tender ſocial flame, 

I cry'd, that in my boſom wont to burn! 

Oh tor my dear mankind ! 

Who thro' a long ſad life had ſooth'd my mind, 
Yet prov'd the ſource of many a woe 

Tho' now | dread not ſo !— 

—Once more I welcome all my friends again, 
Who deem'd me baniſh'd, loſt, or dead! 

So long | ſtay'd in loneſome ſhade ! 

Once more I welcome all that matchleſs train, 


Of graceful nymphs on Eden plain! 


Oh 
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Oh take your Bard again ! 

Your luckleſs Bard, who ever ſung your praiſe, 

In bootleſs ſtill and unrewarded lays! 

For ne'er he boaſts from you one ſingle boon ! 

By one or two ſweet dames juſt ſmil'd upon! | 

—Yet all fo generous I, 

1 love at diſtance to behold your charms, 

Your peerleſs air and love-commanding eye, 

While every ſtep you make my boſom warms ! 

Whether in well-trimm'd ſhoe or flipper gay, 

Along Edina's walks your footſteps play, 

Alas, too well they charm my amorous fight ! 

And oh, at balls, your ſwimming motions light! 

Now high, now low, with eaſy grace ſublime! 

While Muſic breathes around her ſweet harma- 
nious chime! 


II. 


See Mariana walk, 
And ſweet Forbeſia ſtalk, 
With high elaſtic pace the dance along! 
Around admire the ſilent-gazing throng ! 
Each on her mate her eye obſervant turns. 
5 Wich 
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Wich grave-ſweet look, and ſoft- reluctant air, 
And many a coy, tho' melting motion rare! 
See how they turn the head all graceful round! 
See how their robe more ſtately ſweeds the 
| ground ! 
Forbeſia's eye more languiſhingly burns! 
And now they croſs, they part, they meet by 

turns; 
And ſtill they ſlow retreat, 
With half-reluctant feet, | 
And ſtill their graceful motions meet again 
Again ſlow-pacing to the muſic ſlow, 
Once more they feem to part, 
With flow-unwilling heart, 
And ſtep by ſtep retire as loth to go! 
And now they meet to part no more ! 
She curt'fies to the ground, 
He ſtoops with bow profound, 
Till ſoon upſpring along the bounding floor, 
The country-dancers briſk in many a band, 
Were ne'er ſuch dancers ſeen on Scotia's happy 
land! 


III. Pur 
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III. 
But oh, my heart, be not thus reft away, 
With muſic's power, or Beauty's movements 
light! | 


Think how theſe earthly Stars ſhall ſet in night, 


From earth and all its joys ſoon ſwept away ! 
Their Bodies crumbled to the duſt, 
Their very memory loſt ! 
And endleſs Silence and Oblivion ſpread, 
Around their nameleſs grave their black eternal 
{ſhade ! 
| IV, 
Yet ſtill, ye Fair, indulge your hey-day joy! 
Youth is the Seaſon all for ſport and play! 
Then why not ſport your fill without annoy ! 
And laugh and ſing ! enjoy your holy-day ! 
Grave looks become the {ad but not the gay ! 
Grave looks become the wretched all like me! 
Heaven from iuch wretchedneſs ſtill keep you 
free! | 
Me, Sorran be a ſhare flill purſues, 
Even thro che ficlus of loft delight, 
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Mid ſmiles and ſports, at morning, noon, and 


night, 
Midſt balls, and female fair, and every ſplendid 
ſight! 


V. 


Even to the crowded Stage if I repair, 

What melancholy haunts me there! 

There mournful traits I ſee, 

Of all the mortal ſtrife, 

Of weary human life, — 

Wich all its vain and idle trumperie! 

See kings, and emperors, and heroes old, 

In glittering arms and garbs of gold, 

O' er the proud ſcene majeſtic tread ſublime! 
See gorgeous dames, an airy throng, 

With many a heroine bold of antient time, 
Like ſhadows ſweep along ! 

See matchleſs Siddons paſſion- ſpeaking eye, 
And matchleſs air the higheſt tranſports move! 
Ranting in madneſs, grief or love! 

Now wildly-fierce, now tender all by turns, 

A Zara now, or Belvidere ſhe burns, 

Or ſoft Euphraſia mourns, 
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Wild and diſtracted for a father's fate! 

Such woes the Great await! 

Such reſtleſs paſhons human life confound ! 
Such and ſo various are th' unnumber'd ills, 
That o'er this weary earth both far and wide 


abound ! 
VI. 

— Thus, with the ſeaſon, paſtimes old return! 
But not to me returns the general joy ! 
Even now, I heave the boding ſigh, 
And like a child juſt like to cry, 
The tear ſtands trembling in my ſwelling eye! 
Thoughts of paſt happineſs and future pain, 


Once more their antient ſeat regain, 
And waken in my heart a world of woe! 


But, ſay, ſhall anxious fears avert the blow, 


Or ſhall the preſent, former joys reſtore ! 


Alas, alas, no more 


I ſnatch, as wont of old, each coming joy, 
Careleſs of future ill, or morrow's fare ! 
Then ſmil'd each circling year, 
Unſtained with a tear ! 

| Unclouded 
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Unclouded and ſerene each ſeaſon roll'd ! 
Then golden age of Youth ! of life the age of 
gold! 


VII. al 
Alas, impatient, now, my anxious heart, my 
But fickens mid the ſmiles of higheſt joy! 
Not fair Edma's ſelf can balm impart, 
To check one racking thought or burſting ſigh! 
Oh wretched wanderer I, 


Whom Fortune thus regards with ſcowling eye, 
And clouds my pleaſure in its dawning ſmile ! 


: < 
— — 
— — — 

— — — 


Ah woes me the while, 
For weary future cares and toil, 
And Poverty's ſad frown! 
How can I thus enjoy the golden town | 
Thus friendleſs, deſtitute, and left alone, 
To ſtruggle thro' a world of woes! 
What earthly Beauties can arreſt my eyes! 
Thoſe eyes by nature made to view, ve 
Ten thouſand Beauties, in eternal train, 
With thouſand earthly wonders, ever- new! 
But now theſe thouſand wonders ſtrike in vain, 
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My joyleſs eyes for ever made to weep, 

Till death hath clos'd them in eternal ſleep! 
Oh then, ye thouſand wonders fink in night! 
Begone, ye earthly-Fair, for ever from my fight ! 


VIII. 
Lo, now to Learnings ſource for help I turn: 


O, ſoft Humanity, I call your aid! 


Say, will ye not your antient friend beftead ! 
Who, from a child, fo ſtrong in love did burn 
Of Learning fair, and fill'd my boyiſh head 
With antient Claſſics' various ſtyle, 

As well in grey-beard Age might raiſe a ſmile! 
Obſerving, then, each glowing ſentence warm, 
Each period's turn, and diction's charm, | 
Each higher flight refin d. 


That pleas'd my ſtripling- mind! 


All theſe I ſorted, with a curious taſte, 
* And turn'd in Latin phraze each theme ſo well, 


That not my tutor well could tell, 
What poliſh'd Author's ſtyle I imitate beſt ! 
IX. 
What tho' Seven Languages I maſter right, 
What 


* Cortins, Cæſar, Livy and Salluſt, I uſed to imitate by turns. 
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What tho' my ſoul in various Art bath ſhin'd, 

And ſoar'd thro' Nature's works a boundleſs 
flight, 

Spying thro” all one great Eternal mind! 

Such knowledge fure to me is yain aad light, 

If I, who long ſuch Science bore, 

With modeſt mind and ſpirit meek, . 

With all my bright“ Humanity and Greek, 

Shall periſh in the midſt of all their flore ! 

If I, who long theſe Arts have taught, 

To the young pliant mind of Infancy, 

Shall now no more impart, 

What more than ever's woven into my heart, 

In firm and maſly woof to part no more! | 

| Yea, uſeleſs all to me and empty-void, 

Such arts unus'd ! Such learning unemploy'd — 

— Shall theſe not now their friend beſtead ! 

All in a learned land! 

Sball theſe not earn his daily bread! 

Or ſha!l he die for want as caſt on barb'rous 
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X, 
Lo, here I pine alone, 
With all my knowledge, ſtill myſelf unknown! 
Lo, here I fit and cry, 
* What ſhall I give on wings of fame to fly, 
And make the Age to come my own !” 
No; rather uſeful to the pre ent time, 
J burn with ardor more ſublime, 
And wiſh my dear compatriots all to climb, 
Of every age, of high or low degree, 
To gather high tranſcendent joys with me, 
While yet with living voice I can unfold, 
The various taſtes, the beauties rare, 


Of that immortal fruitage fair, 


That grows on Knowledge heaven-aſpiring 
Tree! 
—Oh come, both old and young, 
For well I ween I can declare, 
Mare ſweet its various flavours be, 
Than ſweeteſt honey to the tongue! 
Come, taſte theſe fruits with me! 
—Leſs ſweet Heſperian fruits of old, 
Guarded by dragons, as tis told! 
Guarded 
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Guarded by dragons fierce, thoſe Apples were; 


But ſee this Tree of Knowledge all ſo fair, 

Guarded by Truth alone, of acceſs mild, 

Soft, meek, and pliant all, juſt like a weanling 
child! 

| | XI. 

Lo, on this Tree 

Grow Candour, Honeſty, 

Benevolence, and Sympathy, 

With every mental Taſte refin'd, 

Morals, divine Philoſophy, 

All that adorns or can enlarge the mind! 

With all th' examples high of yore, 

The offspring of Hiſtoric Lore! 

And Eloquence and flaming Orat'ry, 


With that long fruitful branch, immortal Poeſy ! 


III. 

Full well I can explain, 

From lofty Sophocles or * Pella's Ba rd, 

Thoſe recompenſing woes, thoſe miſeries juſt, 
That ſtill purſue vile tyranny and luſt, 


And like a ſhade on purple Pride attend! 
| = 


Euripides. 


ft 


(4484 4 
if 


= 
= 


—"_— I Fe 


= FE Zragtas IE” I in =! 
a — * — 5 Y — | 


=. 


3 7 
o 


— - 


4 — 


———ů— Toe r= — — —— 
2— 


1 
* 
*r 


. -- 


——— 


—ů— —— — 
4 gy * "T 1 2 
- — we 


3 * * 
- 


+ 2*- — ä——— — 
— EP — * 2 - —.— — 


* 5 
* I d * 
a 


> => * " 
. 7 9 
— 8 : * : 
83 — 
— — 


" 6 ö — 
— 1 — 
— 


m — — 


OG . —·¹1 —— 


184 


Tut WEEPING BARD. 


But chief on the * Mzonian reverend Sage 

I dwell delighted; ſtill from age to age, 

The Mirror held of Morals, Virtue's friend! 

Who more than all our Sages beſt can ſing, 

What woes from baneful Vices ſpring ! 

In zlorious verſe ſublime ! whoſe every ſtrain, 

A- far tranſcends each other Bard of old, 

As other metals all-rranſ:endent Gold! 

Still let me preach from him, and lecture young 
aud old! | 


XII. 
Chief let me ſcan the Scriptures, higheſt Source 
Of morals pure! intelligence divine 
"T wixt heaven and ear h, thro' Fe/us ever bleſt! 
Oh here let all our Learning reſt, - 
And all our Knowledge to its center tend! 
The topſtone, crownet this of Knowledge high! 
Rathier al: other Knowledge mean and low, 
Gro fs, vile, contemprible, and nothing worth, 
Compir'd to Truths thus uſher'd from the ſky 
By God's own Son! th' Eternal Prince of Peace! 
The Author of Eternal Life to Man! 


Great 
Homer. 
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2 
\J 


CANTO XVI. 185 
Great Source of bliſs below ! of bliſs above! 


The Wretch's ſureſt friend! and ſpring of end- 


leſs Love! 
XV. 


Thus, then, with meek humility I ſteer, 
Alike twixt human Learning and divine! 


Holding theſe Truths reveal'd ſupremely dear, 


Holding my Saviour's Laws for ever mine! 
On theſe I meditate both night and day, 
Teaching to young and old this Better way 
To endleſs Bliſs, than all that Greece or Rome, 
Or antient Learning 1n its higheſt bloom, | 
Could ever teach Oh think not I preſume, 
Ye Better Lights! ye Guides of human kind! 
To open your enlighten'd eyes ! 
I know your hearts are good, your judgments 
wiſe! - 
Nor yet do ye my humble thoughts deſpiſe! 
Poor ſimple filly I, endu'd with weakly mind! 


XVI. 
—But now, ye Doctors all of high degree, 


Why thus at diſtance from me keep ? 
Aa Say, 
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Say, can ye jealous be of me, 

A wretched fon of miſery born to weep! 
Impoſlible ! it cannot be, 

Ye harbour ſuch a jealouſy ! 

As well might dread the Ganges' giant-ſtream, 
A little trickling rill his flood t' outſhine! 

As well might Phœbus' glorious car divine, 
Envy a ſtarry twinkler's puny flame 
Rather, my learned friends, in ruth draw near, 
To ſoften woe and pain! 

Humane your ſtudies, be your ſouls humane ! 
Draw near with godlike ſympathetic breaſt, 
And help, for Learning's ſake, her triend diſtreſt! 


For oh, ye oft have read that golden line, 


To err is only human! to forgive divine! 
XI. 

— Thus has the Weeping Bard his plaint made 
known, : 

Alike to friends and foes ! 

Thus freely told his tale of woes, 


Neither aſham'd his faults to own, 


Nor aſk his pardon at th' Eternal Throne, 
Whence every mercy flows ! 


Thus 
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Thus ſtands his life confeſt, 

A childiſh, fooliſh, life at beſt, 

A mingled cup of cares, 

With ſome few drops of joy, but more of tears ! 

Let others tell (who can) their better fate, 

Their higher wiſdom, and their higher bliſs ! 

I ſeek my God, and ſeek in him, tho late, 

That endleſs-flowing joy which in this world I 
_ miſs! | 
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WEEPING BARD'S ADDRESS 


TO FAS 


SUPREME BEING; 


FOR RELIEF FROM HIS DISTRESSES. 


—" 


I, 


OH, my fad haraſs'd poor diſtracted ſoul, 


Whom God hath in his net thus compaſt round! 
While Bulls of Baſhan all with ſavage how], 
And roarings wild, my frighted heart aſtound! 
And now to God I call from pit profound! 
My foes are ſtrong ! thou, God, far off doſt ſtand! 
My foes are fierce, a bold malignant band ! 

I call on God all in a hoſtile land, 

But no kind help my heavenly Saviour brings ! 
Oh, had I eagle's wings, 

Or 
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Or the ſwift pinions of the nimble dove, 

Far to the deſart wilderneſs I'd fly, 

And hide me in the rocks from every eye, 
Till the wild ſtorm were overblown, 

And all were ſtill, and God clear'd up the (ky! 
Diſtreſt, forſaken, deſolate, o'erthrown ! 

Great Ruler of the world I cry to Thee alone! 


II. 


Thrown looſe, on ſad Misfortune's ocean wide, 
With fail and tackling torn, 

I ply my oars againſt the ſtormy tide, 

Now here, now there, at random toſt forlorn ! 
Oh leave me not, my God, hopeleſs to mourn, 
While winds and waves the deep deform ! 

Oh God! thou pilot of the ſea-diſtrelt ! 

Thou Cauſe at once and Ruler of the ſtorm! 
Make haſte to help while Danger's nigh ;— 
While all my lovers from me fly, 


And all my foes enjoy my jeopardy !— 
—Midſt rocks, and ſhelves, and ſhipwrecks 
compaſt round, | 
Oh hear me, Lord! from gulphs profound! 
Make 
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A ſea of troubles, rolls my varying life! 
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Make bare thy holy arm, and ſave me from on 
high! 


III. 


Thou know'ſt the harmleſs tenor of my mind, 
My mild relenting temper kind, 

Caſt in philanthropy's dear ſofteſt mold; 
Patient, forgiving, never bold ; 

But always ſober, quiet, meek, at will, 

No hatred or revenge e' er reach'd my heart! 
Ten times my foes did wrong, to vex my heart. 
My eaſy ſimple ſoul forgave them till !— 

A ſtranger ſtill to Slander's venom'd tongue, 
Or meaner Envy's paſſion pale! 

Indulge your ways! I'll never ſpeak you wrong ! 
Thrive faſt my foes ! my rivals all prevail! 

On you I ne'er ſhall caſt one jealous eye, 

Nor heave for you one anxious ſigh, 

So help me, gracious God, in hard neceſlity ! 


IV. 
Thou know'ſt, lo, what a ſtormy ſtrife, 
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A Winter's-day, dark clouds among! 

Short ſhort the ſunſhine ! thowers and tempeſts 
long ! 

Behind a gloomy blank appears! 

Before a frowning cloud of cares! — 

— Poor, friendleſs, homeleſs, whither ſhall I go? 

To ſhelter from a ſtorm of woe, 

If Thou, my God, not me beiteid, 

In hopeleſs miſery ! 

For well Thou know'ſt whar earthly-bitter bread 

] eat, under the cold and open iky ! 

Cloſs by yon leafleſs thorn, 

Where oft I he to mourn, | 

The wild winds whitt:ing round my houſeleſs 
head, | 

And the black ſtreamlet woeful-murmuring by! 

While birds to covert ſpeed in bowery ſhade, 

And beaſts to ſheltering dens! fo cannot I! 

Oh help me, gracious God! in earthly miſery! 


V. 


If Cer from ſympathy my tears did flow, 


For human miſery and woe! 
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If cer with me the Virtues ſoft did dwell | 

In homely ruſtic cell ! 

Candor and Ruth with pitying eye, 

Like angels dropt from yonder {ky ! 

If theſe, with me, have found a welcome home, 
Chuſing my lowly cot and ſimple ways, 

Above or wealth, or power, or praiſe !— 

Then hear me, God, from gulphs profound ! 
Poor friendleſs ſufferer I! 

Oh help me, gracious God! in hard neceſſity ! 


VI. 


Pnt why, my God, my King, 
bs 1 ſach pleadings bring, 

In whom no earthly good doth dwell, 

But what from Thee befel, 

And if from Thee it came, to Thee returns ! 
But ah, my Conſcience mourns 
Ten thouſand evil thoughts the good among ! 
Too oft, too oft P've flung | 

Thy love behind me, all for earthly joy ! 
Too oft an earthly form, an air, an eye, 
Have rais'd that anxious figh, 
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I ow'd to Thee, my God, ſupremely fair, 

For Beauty, Worth, beyond compare, 

True ſacred Source of all created Joy! 

Forgive me, gracious God! thus guilry Sinner I! 


VII. 


Ah why, Thou Source of Love! 

Thou Source of endleſs Love, and boundleſs Joy! 

Shall I a recreant rebel prove, 

Working in thy deſpight my ſoul's annoy ? 

Shall I love more one glimmering ray, 

Than the Great Fountain of eternal Day? 

Love more a roſy cheek, a ſparkling eye, 

Tho' mortal made and ſoon to die, 

Than the Great Hand divine, 

That gave that cheek to bloom, that eye to 
ſhine ? 

O Thou Supreme of Things, 

Thou Lord of Lords, and King of Kings! 

O Thou Supreme of Loves, 

In whom each Being lives and moves, 

And holds from Thee that thus it lives and 
moves ! 
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Oh Holy pure! and infinite in Good! 

And freely Good! and endleſs in thy Good! 

Oh ever, ever let me praiſe, 

Thy wondrous-loving ways! 

Saviour bleeds oh, let my ſoul aſpire 

In dames of grateful love, and wings of holy 
fire ! 


VIII. 


A Saviour bleeds ! yet He that made the Day, 

And jct che Night her bound, 

And hung theſe ſplendors in the dark pro- 
found, 

And peopled all their globes with beings gay! 

He made the Skies, aid yet He bled for me 

He holds all Nature in his hands, 

A thouſand worlds, with all their living bands; 


| Appoints their motions, and their time com- 


mands, 
Yet died for filthy worms of earth, 


Vile wretched finners from our birth ! 


Oh wondrous, boundleſs, endleſs power of love! 


Oh fatal breach in fair Creation made, 
| By 
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By mortal Sin and Man's tranſgreſſing will! 
That thus a Saviour's blood could {pill ! 
Or bring Him from the ſky, 
In bands of death to lie! 
Oh guilty ruin'd ſtate of weak mortality ! 
WP, IX, 
Yet ſoon He roſe triumphant o'er the grave, 
Omnipotent to ſave ! 
Now fits at God's right hand for evermore ! 
A Saviour dignified, a Prieſt, a King ! 
A Friend and Interceſſor for us all! 
Sweet Prince of Peace! of Righteouſueſs the 
| King ! 
Sun of thy Church! oh riſe with golden wing, 
With healing wing, upon this guilty Ball ! 
Thy Truth the nations far and wide behold! 
Oh Jews and Gentiles all infold, 
In the diffuſive Light of thy fair Law! 
O Thou, that wheel'ſt the ſtarry ſpheres, 
And turn'ſt the earthly rivers as they flow ! 


So turn all hearts below 
To thy ſweet Truth ! thy mild and gentle reign! 
Of mercy, goodneſs, love, thy endleſs reign ! 
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Oh turn to Thee my earthly-backward will ! 
My earthly-ſtubborn will for ever turn, 

By thy Almighty hand, 

Tho' firm as rocks or mountains it ſhould ſtand! 


Oh clear, oh clear my mortal eye, 


And mortal heart, from earthly joys impure ; 
That ſource of boundleſs ills, 

That foe that plagues the ſoul, and laſtly kills ! 
Oh fix my heart on Thee alone, 

Center of Bliſs! of Righteouſneſs the Sun! 
My refuge from a thouſand woes ! 

My life in death ! my only ſure repoſe! 

Give reſt, at laſt, to my diſtracted ſoul, 

That wanders up and down in ſearch of bliſs, 


And finds all ſearch in vain ! 


X. 


But ah, my carcleſs heart, 
My ſtupid, ſtony, hard, obdurate heart, 
Harden'd with fin, and ſtupified with guilt! 


Has Je/us wept, and groan'd, and bled, and dy'd, 
For thee, a worthleſs parricide ! 


And ſhalt not thou, on ſweet repentance call, 
To 
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To waſh thy treſpaſs in a ſea of tears? 
Oh weep, my heart within, 

Thro' thy whole length of days, for ever weep; 
With deep and bitter grief, for eve: ſwell ;— 
Not all the drops that in the 1alt ſea dwell, 
Tho' turn'd to tears, can expiate thy ſin! 
—Oh Thou, God's arm diſplay'd 

To all the nations ; his right arm made bare, 
To vanquiſh death and hell, and mortal ſin 
—Oh Thou, the only ranſom found, 

From death, of fin that ghaſtly wound ! 
Exulting o'er them in thy bloody croſs, 

Of late on Golgotha and now doſt reign, 

On Zion: hill, Salvation's glorious King, 

Thro' ages without end! 

Sweet Prince of Peace! oh ſave my guilty ſoul, 
My ſelf. abhorrent, fin-polluted foul, 

That finds no other acceſs to her God, 


No other ladder to heaven's golden gate! 
No other ſacrifice ; no paſchal-lamb ! 

No forfeit for her fin! no way to life! 
No mediator, friend, or ſurety dear, 
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But F-/us ever-bleſt ! 

Oh Thou, who erſt didſt weep, 

O'er fated Salem's woe-devoted land, 

Oh ſnatch me, piteous, like a burning brand, 

From the wild flames Oh ſave, oh reſcue me; 

Since Thou, oh Saviour bleſt, art life and all 
to me 
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